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HER INNOCENT CEO 


MADDOX 


I’ve watched her from a distance. Felt the things she does 
to me, imagined the things I’d do to her. 


But today’s the day. I’ve made up my mind 
I have to tell her, I have to make her mine. 
Slight problem. 


My building’s being swarmed by the feds. I know it’s a set 
up, I’ve seen this coming for weeks, my own firm partner 
finally driving in the last nail as he tries to over throw me. 


Do I stand and fight for my innocence, or do I go to her, 
staking my claim over hers? 
JASMINE 


Maddox Mapleton. I could sit and stare at him all day... in 
fact, I pretty much do. 


He’s my screen saver, his portrait’s in the foyer. He’s on the 
news, a lot... 


And he’s always on my mind. 


I’ll probably never even meet him, let alone fulfill my older 
guy, younger curvy gal fantasy, but who cares? 


It’s not work if I’m getting paid for it and I get to feel his 
eyes on me all day. 


I wonder what would happen, just say... if something 
happened so that our paths crossed. 


If he came down from the top floor... all the way down here 
to floor fifteen... 


Right here to my desk. In the flesh. 
*Her Innocent CEO is an insta-everything OTT, crazy 


standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


M addox 


There’s no time. 


I knew I’d been double-crossed, set up. Weeks ago. No 
surprises there, but why this day. Why now? 


It’s late morning on a Wednesday at Hunter-Mapleton 
Legal, as I watch the CCTV from my laptop as the building I 
oversee, the whole firm is overcome by an unavoidable 
attack. 


The feds are clambering their way up fire escapes in 
tenements across the street, swarming stairwells in my 
building and no doubt, working their way through the roof 
and basement parking lot. 


A dull thud outside from helicopter rotors cuts through the 
three inch glass of my office suites... soundproof. 


Not. 
There’s no escape for me. 


Or is there? 


I’ve been watching her... before any of this even started. 


Day after day, whenever I get a spare minute or two, I 
watch her. 


Her long blond hair tied back in a tight bun. Her snow 
white blouses I’m sure she picks just to tease me, letting me 
see the outline of her ample chest and those pebbled 
nipples stiffening once I turn up the A/C on her floor, once 
she starts to trace her finger over my face on her own 
screen. 


But it’s her curves I can never see enough of. Her thick 
thighs, child bearing hips I’ve vowed to grip as I fill her with 
our babies, and that ass. Oh my god, that ass that I know is 
just fucking perfect. 


Behind that huge wall of the reception counter I can only 
see so much. It’s when she stands up or even better, drops 
her pen... those for me are the money shots. 


I’ve seen the most beautiful thing and longed for it, waiting 
for my own moment to seize it. 


To stake my claim and then claim her properly. 


She’s secretary to some nobody on floor fifteen. But she’s 
not just a nobody. No. 


I’ve watched her watching me, and I have to say it’s made 
me so damned hard I’ve literally come in my pants on 
several occasions just watching her, thinking about her 
thinking about me. 


I know the look. 

I see it in my own reflection staring back from the screen. 
Want. 

Need for her. 


My damned picture’s plastered all over this building, the 
whole firm is a walking ad for Maddox Mapleton. Or is it the 
other way around? 


But I can’t keep doing this, I won’t. Today is the day I’ve 
chosen to go down there and lay it all on the line. 


No more games. I won’t spend another drop until I’m deep 
inside her. 


She’s the one, I know it. And now’s my chance, my only 
chance to find out. 


Trouble is I hadn’t counted on a federal raid right when I 
was about to blow my load for one, and go down and tell 
her just how I feel either. 


Jasmine Tate. 


I’ve looked at her employee profile just as much as I’ve 
studied her, but I’ve only ever seen her in person a couple 
of times. 


In the elevator. I sometimes put on coveralls and a low 
truckers cap and pretend to be a janitor, just to listen in on 
what the staff is saying, but mostly to get close to what I 
want. 


I’ve had to bite my knuckles to stop from crying out, to stop 
from reaching over and touching her. 


It’s kind of fitting in a way that today’s unwanted invasion 
should spur me on to finally tell her how I feel. She’s also 
my only way out of here... somehow. 


I don’t know exactly how just yet, but something in my 
heart tells me she’s the answer to more than just one of my 
problems in this life. 


Being alone, needing someone the most obvious one. 


Having her help me get clear of the building undetected 
maybe not so obvious. And maybe not so simple either. 


The place is well and truly surrounded. 


Groaning as I stand suddenly, I feel my thousand dollar 
pants catch on my satin boxers, straining against my 
hardness for her. 


Keeping one eye on her on the screen, my other scans the 
doorway while I open my safe, absently stuffing stacks of 
cash into my jacket pockets. 


rll need some time to prove my innocence. But it’s 
impossible to have those days clear if I’m in the custody of 
our federal friends and even more so if I don’t have any 
walking around money. 


I’ll also need some time with Jasmine, lord only knows how 
long that will take, but today’s the day. 


A promise is a promise and I always keep my word, even to 
myself. 


The silent, private alarm from security starts to flash red in 
the ceiling. 


Too little too late, but thanks guys you’ve done your job. 


I emptied my physical files weeks ago, the digital ones only 
last night. 


I don’t know the charges yet, but they must be something 
special if they’ve sent half the state’s agents to arrest me. 


They are after all, only doing their jobs... acting on the 
wrong information from the man who’s trying to save his 
own neck after putting mine on the block. 


My own firm’s partner... the man whose name is in eighteen 
feet letters on the building’s roof next to mine. 


James Hunter. But to me, after today, he’ll only go by one 
name. 


Traitor. 


Hunter and Mapleton. I knew I should’ve had it the other 
way around, giving him ideas from day one by putting his 
name first in the partnership. 


Locking the safe again and scooping up my laptop, I choose 
to leave everything else. 


Cards, wallet, even my phone. 
I want my exit to be as quiet as their inability to find me. 


The more smoke I can put between me and them, the truth 
and the lies I’m still yet to expose fully, the better. 


But right now, as strange as it seems, I only have one thing 
on my mind. 


Jasmine. 
I have to get to her, before anyone or anything else. 


We need to get out of here, but before that, I need to touch 
her. 


To feel her. To breathe her in and press her hard against 
me, just in case I don’t make it out today. 


I can at least go down knowing I tried, that I gave it my best 
shot. 


Maybe she’ll wait for me? 
But no. I can’t think like that. 
It’s her or nothing, today and every day from now on. 


Always. 


CHAPTER TWO 


| asmine 


Mad Maddox. 


That’s what the papers call him, or anyone who’s never 
agreed with his unusual way of practicing law or any other 
business for that matter. 


Me? I don’t know much about law or business. I just know a 
hot older guy when I see him, and Mr. Maddox Mapleton is 
all that and more. 


Sigh. 


I’m just a nobody secretary in a nothing department for the 
firm he runs. But secretly, knowing he’s somewhere 
upstairs every day is the only thing that gets me to work in 
the morning and keeps me going most of the day. 


Mostly. 


The rest of the time I stare at him as long as I can. 


He’s like a guardian angel in my mind, somehow watching 
over me. That’s what I tell myself. 


Not that he’d probably even looked twice at me, but a girl’s 
gotta have dreams. Wishes. 


Fantasies. 


His face is my screensaver on my work computer... on 
almost every screen in the building, but every time I look at 
him it feels like he’s looking right at me. 


It’s just part of his charisma I guess. 


One of the perks of the job is having his eye on me all day 
and I can’t really get in trouble for having our chief 
partner’s picture at my workstation, even if nothing else is 
happening. 


My other boss, in this office anyway, is the head of some 
obscure online marketing division. Something I’m sure was 
invented for her by whoever she slept with to get the job 
and I know it wasn’t Maddox. 


He’d never do anything so cheap. 


Karen Singleton she’s taken today off, same as yesterday. 
Even when she’s at work it’s always on some boozy lunch 
with some paralegal executive, trying to sleep her sorry 
Barbie wannabe ass up the corporate ladder. 


But I don’t mind. It leaves me with more time to look at 
Maddox... and maybe even do some typing before I go 
home for the day. 


But today feels different. 


The air’s tense and although cold again in the office, I have 
a funny feeling that those dark, brooding eyes are on me 
more than ever. 


Maybe it’s just being alone at reception for so long, nobody 
ever comes up here. Maybe it’s just because I’ve been 
seeing his face in my dreams... Those eyes... Only leaving 
mine once his head disappears down there to... 


“Jasmine! ? Jasmine Tate?” 


My heart freezes at the sound of his deep, commanding 
voice and I look up over the high wood veneer of the 
reception desk. 


It’s him... it’s... really... him... 
Maddox Mapleton. 


My head is nodding but my mouth’s gaping and I’m taking 
in the double view of the man himself mixed with my eyes 
still on my screen. 


Surely not? 


His huge muscular frame fills the double smoked glass 
doors he’s flung open and his jet black stare that matches 
the shine of his thick hair summons me to heed his every 
word. 


There’s no time to lose, I can just feel it. 
“T need to get under your desk, right now!” he exclaims. 


Without a thought, I feel my heels digging into the plastic 
carpet protector underneath. 


I’m shifting my air-lift chair back, shuddering a little breath 
as I open my legs slightly too. 


Hoping this isn’t some sort of joke. 


This is really happening, it’s really him. 


Without glancing back but jutting his chiseled jaw behind 
him for a moment, he explains things. 


Sort of. 


“Jasmine... Apologies... I’m in a jam. I really can’t discuss 
right now... and if I can just have two minutes under your 
desk, all will be revealed in time,” he says ominously. 


I can feel my chest stiffen instantly against my blouse, 
pounding as I try and take all of this in. Take all of him in, 
while my body is throwing itself backwards on my chair and 
making a space for him under my desk of all places. 


“I kneel before no one, Jasmine. Except you, at this 
moment,” he growls, taking my hand and kissing it briskly, 
making me swoon as I become aware of the sudden 
commotion outside the door. 


“Stay quiet! AJ will be revealed,” he promises, disappearing 
under my desk and I can feel the heat of his huge body 
underneath me, my legs still open slightly. 


His huge hands suddenly resting on my knees draw another 
shuddering gasp from me. 


I must be dreaming. This is Maddox Mapleton himself in 
between my thighs and under my desk. 


“Mr. Mapleton,” I murmur, a feeble attempt at protest 
before my eyes snap back to the doorway to stop them from 
rolling all the way back again. 


But he’s not having any of it. 


His huge hands grip my knees as he compels me to do as he 
says. 


“The future depends on this, right now! Hide me Jasmine, 
stay silent and I will reward you. Beyond measure I 


promise,” he hisses under his breath, moving back further 
under my desk but keeping his hands on me, only letting 
them slide from my knees to my calves. 


“B-But,” I stammer, yielding to him, yielding to his touch as 
I finally feel my own eyes starting to roll back, beyond all 
my control. 


I don’t care about anything else right now. Nobody’s ever 
touched me like this, let alone the likes of Maddox 
Mapleton. 


I’m shivering like I’m cold but flushing so hot like I have a 
fever from his touch. From him being so close to me. 


I feel something inside me about to come loose, like I’ve 
never felt before. 


The double doors swing open again, a thin looking man in a 
cheap suit appears. 


Nervous. 
Twitchy. 


“Uhh... I’m agent Sloane, I.R.S. Miss?” he drawls, trying to 
sound impressive, but I don’t see a badge and only cock my 
brow, peering over my glasses at him. 


“Do you have an appointment?” I ask curtly, not even 
flinching when I feel Maddox gripping me tighter under my 
desk. 


The guy looks taken aback. 


“Ummm... No! As I just said, Internal Revenue Service... 
We’re here with other federal agencies, we have a 
warrant... We’re looking for-” 


But he doesn’t finish. 


A muted call from the hallway sees him disappearing as 
quickly as he came in. 


I can feel Maddox moving his head up closer between my 
legs, but I don’t stop him. 


I grip the back of his head with both hands and let my 
fingers run through his hair instead, shuddering as I feel 
the vibration of his low growl through my chair and up into 
my aching mound. 


Through my very soul. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


M addox 


I managed to get down here just in time, and in more ways 
than one. 


The private elevator takes me straight to her floor, it’s also 
the one place I know won’t show on any cameras or be 
accessible by these... visitors. 


I’ve seen to that, shutting down the CCTV and any elevators 
that are empty from my laptop, hoping to at least slow them 
down some so I can get away. 


Most important though, it takes me straight to her. 


I have my laptop in one hand and pockets bulging with 
cash, but there’s another bulge that starts forming as soon 
as I see her face. 


She’s real. It’s happening. I can finally breathe. 


The whole set up by Hunter, the feds busting into the 
building seems somehow suddenly worth it. 


But I would’ve gotten up the courage today. I had to tell 
her. I mean, I will tell her. 


I only just manage to get myself out of sight when one of the 
men who’ve swarmed the building bursts into her reception 
area. 


Surprising even me, she asks the man if he has an 
appointment. 


I have to stifle a laugh under the desk, but being so close to 
her, my hands on her legs which are open just far enough 
for me to catch a glimpse of her pink panties under her 
skirt. Stifling a laugh turns into muffling a groan. 


I.R.S.? But they have feds in the building too... what the 
hell? 


My ears buzz and then pop. I hear the man get called away 
as quickly as he appeared, followed closely by the sensation 
of Jasmine’s hands on my head as I inch closer to what must 
be the most welcome sight for sore eyes. 


Her legs open wide enough for me to see everything, well.. 
Almost everything. 


A thin line of dampness cutting through the sheer fabric 
between her thick thighs is enough to tell me what she 
wants, regardless of the danger. 


But here. Now? 


I’m up for it. We can talk later and right now it feels like 
actions are speaking louder than words. 


A low growl escapes me and I breathe in her sweet scent as 
I make my way up further between her thighs, my hands 
prying them apart now. 


“Sorry about that... where was I? Oh yes! Federal agent!” 
The voice cuts through the room again, making Jasmine 
jump and her legs clamp down on either side of my cheeks. 


The actual fuck? 


I struggle to remind myself where I am, what’s also 
happening at the same time as me just about to reach the 
holiest of holies with the one I know I’m bound to claim. 


Jasmine’s gasp is a mix of surprise but also arousal, and 
true to form, she does her best to try and get rid of this 
pesky agent whose slunk back into the reception area. 


“We’re conducting a search of the entire building,” he 
continues, ignoring Jasmine and moving straight through to 
the office behind her desk. 


I move back, but only to peer out past Jasmine’s legs, 
gripping them gently. Her hands keeping hold of my head 
tell me she’s not going to budge, not for anything. 


The guy I’m looking at is made of spaghetti. Stick thin and 
weasel features give him the right fit for his job. 


I can see him doing a brief sweep of the corner office, 
hearing him open the private bathroom door and the 
swishing of a curtain or vertical blinds here and there. 


Thorough. 
I wonder if they will check under... 


I have to duck my head back as his eyes nearly meet mine 
as he gets on all fours, staring with cold, gray eyes 
underneath the desk in the office behind Jasmine before he 
stands up, a small cry escaping his lips as he clutches his 
back. 


“Ms. Singleton is absent today,” Jasmine chimes and I hear 
the tip-tap of her keyboard as she pretends to work, but her 
thighs have opened slightly again, drawing me in and 
making me gnaw at my lip until I’m sure I taste blood. 


“She is?” Sloane winces, gingerly walking back to reception 
as I retreat all the way back to the cables and dust at the 
far end of Jasmine’s workstation. 


“I mean,” he adds, clearing his throat. “Of course she is, 
anybody could see that. We’re actually looking for Mr. 
Mapleton. You haven’t come across him today?” he asks, a 
tone of suspicion in his voice as he steps closer. 


Jasmine fills the space between me and fuck-knuckle 
perfectly. I can see his feet and hear him alright, but damn, 
if she doesn’t close those legs I’m not gonna be held 
responsible. 


“Mr. Mapleton?” Jasmine says, almost scoffing. “I’m sure he 
has better things to do, places to be than down here on 
fifteen.” 


“And what exactly is it you do down here... on fifteen,” 
Sloane asks, and I feel my hair bristling as he leans over 
Jasmine. 


My hands are fists in an instant, and despite my best efforts, 
I let out a low growl of warning. 


I’ll come out from under this desk and fuck him right up if 
he gets another inch closer to Jasmine, I swear. 


“What was that?” Sloane clips, his whole body stiffening 
and I hear him wince again under the pinching of his sciatic 
nerve or whatever he’s dislodged. 


“Lunchtime,” Jasmine says and I can sense her rolling her 
eyes, and checking her nails as she stifles a yawn, but she 


doesn’t move an inch. 


She won’t let this Sloane character know I’m under her 
desk. 


She’s got that much sorted out. 


I watch Sloane’s feet move back. He sniffs and I can feel his 
eyes moving over Jasmine before they give the reception 
area and the office doorway a final once over. 


“Lunch,” he muses to himself. “Sounds like a good idea, but 
we have work to do.” 


His shoes move away, the sound towards the double doors, 
which he holds open for a moment before disappearing. 


“Don’t leave the building, Ms...?” Sloane asks. 
“Tate,” Jasmine says in her best professional tone. 


“Tate... Well. We’ll be questioning everybody at some point 
today, so the building’s on lock-down, hope you brought a 
sandwich.” 


In the seconds that follow I can only hear Jasmine’s heaving 
breath and then finally my own, as I exhale realizing I’ve 
been holding back a sneeze, a cough and another snarl for 
that prick Sloane the whole time. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


| asmine 


I wait as long as I can, but I have to know what’s going on, 
as well as needing to prove it really is Maddox Mapleton 
between my legs under my desk. 


His head appears and I hold his face in both my hands. His 
low growl has started something I don’t think I can stop. 


I’ve never felt this, nothing like it... I’m assuming he knows 
how to finish what he’s started. 


“This building,” he says, clenching his jaw as he forces his 
own attention to the situation. “It’s crawling with federal 
agents, I.R.S. and who knows what else. I came here 
because...” he continues, but I watch my finger press 
against his lips. 


“You need to hide,” I murmur. But I know it goes a lot 
further than that. 


“We need to leave, but I...” he starts to say again, when the 
doors swing open again and there’s three men alongside 
Sloane now. 


Badges out, eyes narrowed. 


“Ms. Tate,” one says, the boss. Matter of fact before putting 
his nose an inch from mine as I only just manage to push 
Maddox’s head back under the desk. 


“We're here to execute a federal warrant,” the man 
continues in a thick accent. I notice one of his cobalt eyes is 
milky, blind most likely. And he has the most atrocious 
breath. 


“We’ll be waiting right outside while you have your... 
lunch... before we question you any further,” he grins, his 
eyes darting towards a section of empty space under my 
desk before turning on his heel and they all leave again, 
forming a line of shadows across the frosted glass doorway. 


“You were saying,” I murmur, letting Maddox know in a 
whisper we’ve been barricaded in. 


Trapped. 


But his hands on my thighs again, that low sound. It’s like 
the man has no fear of anything and he knows exactly what 
he wants. 


“ This,” he says in a low grinding whisper, parting my legs 
slightly again and inhaling deeply. “ This is what I want.” 


I open my mouth but nothing comes out, only a dry squeak. 


“You’re mine now, Jasmine. Understand? Mine” he insists, 
and clutching me tighter I can only nod, fighting the urge to 
beg him to put his face against my sex which feels like it’s 
about to explode if he doesn’t. 


I feel his huge hands move from my legs to each side of my 
chair as his knuckles stiffen against the plastic so hard I 
think it’ll break. 


“We need a place to stay, just a few days. You and me. What 
D’you say?” 
He’s pushing my chair back and I think about my 
apartment. 


God, my apartment. I feel embarrassed enough to live there 
myself, let alone take anyone I was going to... 


I feel my head shaking in the negative. 
Then I remember. 


“Ms. Singleton. She keeps a suite... for corporate clients,” I 
stammer under my breath, hoping she hasn’t taken the 
hotel key card with her on her two days off. 


“She does?” Maddox asks, his face coming into the light as 
he presses a button underneath the desk, snapping the 
reception doors locked. 


The shadows flinch, but I notice two shrug and they resume 
their stance, waiting. 


Buying us some time, I hope. 


“Show me,” he growls, and keeping himself low behind the 
reception desk, we both make our way back into my boss’s 
office. 


I move to the windows, opening the blinds and spin on my 
heel when I hear the door click locked. 


My heart’s in my throat when I see the hungry look in 
Maddox’s eyes as they run up and down my body. 


Anyone else, I’d feel cheap, sleazy, but when Maddox 
Mapleton looks at you like that, with a thick line running up 
the middle of his Armani suit suit pants it’s far from cheap. 


“Key,” he demands, lifting his eyes only long enough to meet 
mine with a swift micro-smile before they start to trace over 
me all over again. 


It’s like his eyes have fingers, and each second his stare 
touches me I feel more and more of that inescapable 
pressure building up inside me. 


The pressure I know only he can release. 


I rifle through the boss’s drawers and finally locate the 
hotel key card, right at the back. 


A flash drive pops out with it, and for some reason I decide 
to hang on to it too. 


Might mean something if it’s stashed with the key. 
Might make Maddox proud of me, might not. 
Might make him mad and want to punish me. 


Jesus! What this man is doing to me. My mind’s sunk to a 
new and delightfully level that makes me want to be his 
vixen... 


I feel my mouth fixed in a menacing grin, my sweaty palms 
curling around the key card, when his hands on me from 
behind make me jump. 


“Good,” he croons softly into my ear. His lips shivering 
against the soft skin just behind my ear as I feel his body 
press against me from behind, drawing a whimpering 
sound from me. 


“Can I...? Can I call you Maddox, Mr. Mapleton?” I ask, my 
voice trembling in time with my knees, my nipples piercing 
my blouse and feeling like they’ll break if he doesn’t suck on 
them soon. 


He growls his reply, and I jump again when his huge hand 
closes over mine, taking the key card and flash drive. 


“We need to get out of here, Jasmine. I need you,” he 
whispers hoarsely and it’s too much. 


I feel my legs give out from under me, buckling when I 
become aware of his thick cock resting against the small of 
my back. 


His huge arms catch me, holding me up like I weigh nothing 
and despite my shy embarrassment, he seems more pleased 
than ever. 


“Hold that thought Jasmine. We’ll get to what you really 
need soon enough, for now I just need out of this building. 
Think you can manage that?” 


I stab a nod, my voice a low sound now. I’d walk through 
fire for this man, do anything he asked. 


As long as he touches me again. 


“Tell me,” he says abruptly, spinning me around while 
gripping my elbows to hold me up. 


“Does Ms. Singleton smoke?” he asks, making my face a 
puzzle but I nod. 


“Uh... yeah, she does,” I tell him, feeling a little stab of hurt 
he’d want to even talk about her. 


But his fingers stroke mine and he pulls me closer. He 
smells like a man should. 


Subtle but strong, sweet but spicy and something else... 
Money. 


He literally smells of money. 


Fresh, crisp bills. 


I dunno, for me it’s like gasoline. I shouldn’t like the smell 
but I just do. It does something to me. 


But even if he smelled like old gym socks, I couldn’t care 
less. 


Maddox Mapleton is the hottest man alive and his eyes are 
telling me he wants to do more than just hold my hand. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


M addox 


I don’t have much time, but for Jasmine... being with 
Jasmine. It feels like every second is forever and I just want 
more of her, forever. 


I’d happily stay in this office forever with her if I could, but 
we need to get moving. 


The fact she’s helped with a place for me to escape to, as 
well as showing me with her eyes and her body that she 
wants it. She wants me. She’s the all or nothing now. 


I only need to stay out of jail long enough so I can be with 
her. 


Business and money be damned. 
But if I can keep both... 


“Does she have a lighter somewhere?” I ask her, not 
wanting her to frown at the mention of Karen Singleton or 
anything else even for one second. 


“Filthy habit,” I murmur with a grin as Jasmine hands me a 
gold colored lighter from the same drawer the hotel key 
card came from. 


“Why do you need that?” Jasmine asks, reading the new 
mischief in my eyes. 


I press my own finger to my lips thoughtfully and walk 
briskly back to her desk long enough to fetch my laptop, 
then stride back into Karen Singleton’s office, flipping open 
the screen and bringing up the building’s control panel. 


“We need a way out,” I remind her. “And it’s probably easier 
to only saturate one floor of the building,” I muse to myself, 
shutting down all the automatic fire sprinklers on every 
floor except ours. 


“Perfect!” I mutter to myself, but feel Jasmine’s eyes on me. 
Concerned. 


“Umbrella?” I ask her, scanning the room but not seeing 
anything of much use. 


I see the light go on in Jasmine’s eyes and she opens a 
closet next to the bathroom door, producing two umbrellas. 


“Atta girl!” I tell her, smiling wide and feeling my heart lift 
as she smiles back. 


She has great teeth, and she looks even more like a 
goddess when she’s smiling. 


Note to self: Keep her smiling. 


The sound of the doors at reception rattling, then being 
pounded on interrupts us both. 


Jasmine’s eyes grow wide with fear, and I realize it’s not a 
look I like on her. It doesn’t suit her to be afraid or worried. 


“Looks like our friends want to play already,” I growl, and 
giving Jasmine instructions to open the doors on my cue, I 
tell her to tell them she had to use the ladies. 


“Tt’s why you locked the door,” I prompt her, relieved when 
she nods, having caught on. 


“Here,” I tell her, handing her one of the umbrellas. “You 
might want this.” 


She moves quickly back to her desk and I hang back in the 
doorway to the bathroom in her boss’s office. 


On my command, she unlocks the frosted glass doors, and 
four guys come spilling in, demanding to know why she 
locked them out. 


Explaining it only as a woman knows how, they’re all pretty 
ashamed of themselves and apologize to her, which is nice 
but not enough to save them from a soaking. 


Locking myself in the bathroom, I stand on the edge of the 
toilet seat, lighting the lighter and holding the flame to the 
sprinkler in the ceiling. 


In seconds the heat ruptures the valve and the alarm 
sounds, a deafening high pitch siren that’s made all the 
more annoying by a torrent of water spraying from above. 


I’m drenched in seconds but grabbing my umbrella, I pop it 
open and use it as a shield to cover me until I make it back 
to Jasmine. 


Our four friends are taken by surprise, but are more 
surprised to see two figures bustling past them with 
umbrellas in the chaos as they radio for help. 


“Gentlemen,” I say to one of them, nudging past as I shield 
Jasmine from them all with my body, opening the private 


elevator again which will takes us straight down and out of 
the building. 


It all happens so quickly, so perfectly, that before anyone 
even knows what’s happened, both Jasmine and I have left 
the floor and are plummeting in silence towards the 
basement. 


“You have a car?” I ask her, realizing I forgot earlier. 


She nods her head, water spraying from her hair as she 
folds up her umbrella, signaling me to do the same. 


“It's bad luck,” she scolds me, and I wince, folding up the 
umbrella and tossing it to one corner of the elevator. 


“I’m parked about a half a block away,” she tells me as the 
doors open. 


The basement parking lot is full of cars, but no people. The 
sounds of the alarm are in full swing and there’s some 
commotion out on the street. 


“Lead the way,” I tell her, and making sure I still have my 
laptop and my pockets full of cash, I take in another view of 
her fine heart shaped ass as it moves away from me, 
drawing me to it like a magnet as I pick up speed just 
enough to keep up but stay behind her far enough to keep 
watching her move. 


Everyone on the street is heading towards the building, 
looking up and pointing, filming a whole lot of nothing on 
their phones. 


The best cover in a getaway, I tell myself, is an accident or 
at least a fake one. 


Nobody rushes to help or get involved, but everybody wants 
to come and take a look. 


For now, all eyes are up and away from us as the helicopters 
start to circle the roof of the building again. 


True to her prediction, it’s not far and soon enough we’re 
both heaving, a little breathless but mostly from excitement 
as she fidgets for the keys to start her small hatchback 
which I fill almost completely. 


I’m not sure if she’s laughing at me looking so ridiculous 
doubled over or for the simple fact we got away. 


Either way, I’m glad to hear her laughing and can’t help but 
join in a little myself. 


“Let’s so!” I call out to her, pointing straight ahead. Not 
wanting to spend one more second squashed inside her car, 
but happy to spend any amount of time in her company. 


CHAPTER SIX 


| asmine 


The freezing water is more of a shock to the feds in their 
cheap suits than the sudden sight of two people pushing 
past them with umbrellas. 


It all only takes a few seconds, which I know is all Maddox 
needs to get us out and past them to his elevator, which 
looks just like another panel in the wall. 


I’ve never even noticed it before. 


Everything he does seems to have purpose, like he just 
knows everything will work. 


Setting off a whole floor’s worth of fire sprinklers? 


Hey, it’s his building. He made the decision, not me. It’s a 
hell of a reason to skip off work too. 


And I’m glad he did. Apart from being a little soaked, we’re 
out of the building in no time and hustling it to my car. 


I can feel Maddox watching me as I walk briskly the half a 
block. I’d normally feel self-conscious but his low sounds of 
satisfaction, and the fact he’s lagging just to watch my ass is 
a little flattering. 


Weird, but flattering. 
My car on the other hand... 


He’s a huge man. At least six foot five, maybe a tad more 
plus built like a linebacker. 


Without even flinching, he crams himself and his laptop into 
the front seat before he commands me to drive. 


To the hotel I know my boss uses to entertain her clients. 


“What did you do?” I ask, I have to ask. “Not the sprinkler 
thing. What did you do to make all those men want to arrest 
you, take over the whole building?” 


He thinks for a second before answering, because I know 
he wants to tell me the truth. 


“Honestly, Jasmine? I’m not even a hundred percent sure 
myself, yet. But I’ve been set up and I need a few days to 
sort it out.” 


I know it’s the truth, but I still can’t get my head around 
why he’s picked me to help him. 


I’m staring at him, my mouth gaping open again when the 
lights change and he casually lifts his finger to signal me it’s 
time to move along. 


“Let’s just get to the hotel,” he says softly. “We can get out 
of these wet clothes and I can do some thinking.” 


I’ve never been to a fancy hotel and I’ve never been on the 
run before. I’ve never had a man in my car either so my 
mind’s about to explode when I think about the possibilities. 


His looks, his hands on me under the desk. 
What would he have done if we weren’t interrupted? 
Is he going to do it again? 


Helping me with directions once he sees I have no idea 
where I’m going, we eventually reach the hotel. A huge, five 
star place right in the middle of downtown traffic. 


“Pull into the underground parking,” he tells me, and I feel 
my heart freeze. 


Looking down at the gas, I realize I have barely enough to 
get us into the parking lot, let alone pay to keep my car 
there. 


Reading my mind, he fishes into his pocket and produces 
what I think for a second is a stack of crisply minted fifty 
dollar bills. 


“You can afford it,” he says dryly, and gently places the 
money in my lap. The aroma of money fills the car and my 
nose as I struggle to focus to get us a spot. 


“Did you rob a bank?” I ask him, not wanting to touch the 
money if it’s stolen, but Maddox just laughs. 


“Its my money, Jasmine. Honest. I just raided my piggy 
bank today so I won’t have to use cards for a while.” 


Which are probably frozen by now. 


I reason with myself, based on the company he had back at 
the office, plus the knowing look in his eye. 


“Do you know who set you up?” I ask, feeling angry now, 
angry that anyone would make things so difficult for 
Maddox. 


For us. 


I pick up the money, and hand it back to him. 


“Oh yes. But I just need to wait for my evidence to come to 
light. So... I... we need to live on cash only for a while,” he 
adds with a wink, handing the money back to me. 


I’ve never seen so much money, never knew there was such 
a thing as a five thousand dollar stack of money. 


“We’ll need to get some dry clothes too, but let’s just get to 
that suite, huh?” he says softly, primed for action as I sit 
staring at him again. 


“Shall we?” he finally says, unlocking the door and exhaling 
loudly as he peels himself out of my car, stretching his 
hands over his head and commenting how lucky he is it was 
only a short trip. 


“I don’t think we were followed,” he says absently, checking 
the exits and glancing around the underground parking lot. 


Tucking his laptop under one arm, he comes around to my 
side of the car and holds his elbow out. 


“Shall we?” he asks. 
As if he needs to ask. 


There’s no real need for reception, but I do want to make 
sure we don’t walk in on my boss in her own entertainment. 


Maddox waits by the phones behind some tall palms in pots 
and scans the entrance while I ask if there’s any messages 
for the suite, making sure to flash the key card. 


“Miss Singleton not with you today?” The concierge asks 
with a sly grin, winking at me. 


I shake my head firmly and he chuckles to himself. 


“Anything you need, Miss...?” he starts to ask. 


“Smith,” I answer automatically, making him chuckle 
harder. 


“Anything you need it’s all on the account, Miss Smith no 
worries.” 


I feel shocked. Embarrassed. Dirty. 


It’s not until I find Maddox’s eyes on me again that the 
warm flush running through me develops meaning. 


I feel very dirty, and wet and in a very good way all of a 
sudden. 


The suite’s free... it’s empty... I’m on the arm of the chief 
partner of the firm who owns it. 


I order myself to lighten up, to enjoy life for a change. 


Stop telling yourself about everything that could go wrong 
and start focusing on everything that’s going right for a 
change. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


M addox 


Watching her chat with the concierge I know she’s only 
checking the suite’s actually vacant. 


By all accounts, Ms. Singleton likes to keep her clients well 
entertained. 


But I feel my hackles going up again. The sight of anyone 
else anywhere near Jasmine, laughing or making 
conversation with her, without my say so... 


I dunno. It’s maybe childish, maybe too much like a 
caveman, but I feel nothing but protective instincts for her 
when she’s not by my side, in my arms. 


Which is where I intend her to be in a matter of minutes, as 
soon as we get upstairs to this damned suite. 


I have my own. I have several properties, but I know they’d 
all be watched and I don’t want to chance it. This one feels 
safe for now, so I say go for it. 


The sight of Jasmine smiling as she turns towards me, like 
we’re really a couple spending a dirty afternoon together is 


enough to set my mind at ease and my heart and dick 
racing again. 


“You seemed pretty friendly with the concierge,” I growl. 


I can’t help it. I try not to say anything, but I’m still 
smarting over the thought. 


“He’s gross,” she explains, making a face. “Plus I had to 
make sure what’s her face isn’t already banging somebody 
up there,” she tells me with a reassuring grin, slipping her 
arm under mine again. 


We enter the elevator and I let Jasmine punch the button to 
our floor, she’s got the key and it’s more than just the key to 
a suite. 


She’s got the key to my heart, I just know it already. 


I just hope she’s as eager to get out of these wet clothes as I 
am. 


“Just tell me you won’t run off with the first concierge who 
tries to snatch you from me,” I ask her. 


Her head shakes from side to side. “I still don’t get what 
you see in me, Maddox... but I’m not going anywhere you’re 
not,” she says coolly. 


I breathe out and feeling her grip me tighter as the door 
opens, I tell myself not to be so uptight. 


She’s come this far with me. Let’s just see how much 
further she'll come for me. 


“T told you, Jasmine you’re mine now. Just humor me and 
tell me that’s how it’ll be from now on,” I suggest, and she 
squeezes my arm extra heard, leaning in while she shivers a 
little from the cold and whispers what I’ve longed to hear 
since I first laid eyes on her. 


“Alright then. I’m all yours, Maddox Mapleton. Do what you 
will.” 


Oh, Jasmine I intend to. 
I intend to. 


The suite is about half way up, nothing spectacular 
compared to my usual standards, but considering it’s on the 
company’s books and has escaped my attention for so long, 
I almost tip my hat to whoever thought of it. 


Almost but I also file it away for further investigation once 
all this is over. 


For now though, it’s an Aladdin’s cave of privacy for 
Jasmine and me. A safe place, so I’m actually pretty 
grateful. 


I help her open the door, swiping the access card and 
holding the door open as I usher her in. 


Four stars... Hmmm. 


Jasmine’s shriek of delight and then her huge sounds of 
disbelief as she walks through the place soon turn it into a 
hundred stars. 


All for her, I remind myself. 
I can scale down for a few days. 


It’s not a penthouse suite, but we are trying to stay under 
the radar so it makes sense to- 


“Oh. My. God!” I hear her exclaim, making me dart to the 
hallway where the bathroom is, thinking she’s in some sort 
of danger. 


“Look at that tub! It’s bigger than my whole apartment!” 
she calls out. 


I feel myself finally relaxing. 


Leaning against the door, I watch her delight in the 
gleaming tiles, the free robes and towels, the fragrant 
shower gels that she holds to her nose like they’re designer 
brands which I think they are. 


I dunno. I get everything custom from Belgium. 


But I’m glad to see her happy, to see her eyes widen and 
take in something I can tell she’s never had before. 


A little bit of luxury. 


She grips my hands in hers, squealing to herself, before 
dashing over to the open curtains, floor to ceiling windows 
overlooking the bay as sunlight dances across her hair. 


Highlighting her form as her damp clothes cling to it, 
almost as if it’s all a show for me. 


“Its just beautiful isn’t it?” she gasps, and I growl in 
agreement, not even looking at the view, the room or the 
world beyond it. 


I’ve only got eyes for Jasmine now. 


“It sure is,” I tell her honestly, shuddering a breath in as I 
make my way over to her, determined to tell her. 


It’s now or never. I’ve waited long enough. 
No more waiting. 
I want what’s mine. 


“Jasmine,” I command, making my index finger curl and 
flex, summoning her over to me. 


“Let’s get you out of those wet clothes, and into a robe,” I 
whisper, saddened by her blush of shyness. Almost hurt 


she’d doubt my intentions. 


J 


“I just...” she starts to say, but I’m done playing. I’m done 


waiting. 


In two steps my face is inches from hers. I grip her hands in 
mine and demand she tell me that she doesn’t want me. 
That she doesn’t want- 


But her nerves are stilled. She finds her confidence as I 
move closer. And her sweet lips finally press hard against 
mine. 


The same force that’s brought us together drives us closer, 
and from now on I promise myself without delay to claim 
what’s rightfully mine. 


I’m no kisser, or so I thought. I’ve spent half my life building 
a law firm and businesses not chasing tail. Jasmine’s lips on 
mine are like the opening of a floodgate. 


A lifetime’s worth of passion, yearning and desire has found 
its mark in one moment and I know without a doubt, that 
she truly is the one. 


Defending myself, righting the wrongs of my betrayer... I 
don’t care about any of that right now. 


Jasmine’s the only thing I want from now on. The rest can 
wait. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


| asmine 


I never thought, not in a thousand years that I’d be in the 
same room as Maddox, let alone him kissing me like this. 


I’m no kisser. Never even been kissed, but I know it’s the 
kind of kiss that means more. 


It’s the hard, passionate kiss of a man who’s staking his 
claim. 


A man who knows what he wants and is prepared to do 
whatever it takes to get. 


Can I really give myself to Maddox? 
Body and soul? 


My shyness gives me a thousand reasons to say no, but the 
hot line running straight through my body as his presses 
against it is screaming yes. 


He’s up against something so big, I just know it could ruin 
him. And yet here he is wanting me. 


Little old me. Jasmine Tate. 


“And I do want you,” he murmurs, reading my mind again, 
his hands sliding over my damp clothes, only to warm me, to 
draw me closer to him. 


But I’m already clawing at them. 


“T want you, Jasmine Tate,” he groans. “All of you,” he tells 
me again, gripping my hand in his and pressing it against 
his own rock hard body as he gets to work on mine. 


His touch is like kindling to the fire that’s smoldered 
between us since I saw him this morning. 


The same fire that’s been burning deep inside me since I 
first started at his firm. 


Kissing me deeper than ever this time, I moan softly. Safe 
now, knowing I’m home in his arms and that he’s about to 
do me justice beyond his legal training. 


I suddenly feel weightless, Maddox scoops me up into his 
arms like I weigh nothing and takes firm, steady steps 
towards the main bedroom of the suite. 


I know we’re alone now but I’ve never felt more connected 
to anybody else, not in my whole life. 


“Tl...” I try to tell him, but every time I try and speak he 
presses his lips to mine or shushes me tenderly before he 
lays me down on the bed. 


These wet clothes. 


They’re not gonna be on either of us long enough to make 
any difference to the bed. 


Maddox takes his time. He’s eager to pleasure me, but he’s 
not in any hurry. He's no schoolboy. 


He’s a real man, and a real man looks after his woman as 
well as his own needs, which I can tell Maddox is putting 
last. 


For now. 


“T’m gonna have my lunch now,” he growls, tugging at my 
skirt and peeling it off like the wrapper of his favorite food. 


I feel my head shaking, my whole body’s trembling, but only 
with excitement and the surreal feeling that this must be 
some kind of dream. 


But Maddox corrects my thinking in one swift movement, 
tossing aside my skirt and nylons, gripping my heels and 
pulling my body closer to him as his eyes focus on my chest. 


“Take it off,” he demands, jutting his chin towards my 
drenched blouse, which I know he can see straight through, 
my white lace bra and panties underneath not leaving much 
to his active imagination. 


His inviting look is second only to his own hardness which I 
can see straining against his pants. He likes what he sees 
and he wants more. 


Who am I to deny a man what he wants? 


It’s still daunting though, I’ve never even looked twice at 
myself naked but Maddox’s firm gaze and approving groans 
as I unbutton myself, finally freeing my girls makes me feel 
like I want to show him everything. 


Totally naked underneath him after he’s tossed aside any 
remnants of my clothing, he only tears at his own enough to 
remove his jacket and then his shirt, which makes me gasp. 


I want to see more of him, his muscles are like nothing I 
even imagined. 


He’s so toned it almost hurts to watch, making me feel like a 
dumpling by comparison, but he tells me what he likes, 
moving over me before I can take in enough of his gorgeous 
physique. 


“T want your thighs against my face, Jasmine. I’m gonna 
make you come in my mouth and scream my name,” he 
murmurs. 


My hands run over his back, his shoulders, and that chest. 
I’m hyperventilating at his touch and it feels like I’ve sprung 
a leak between my legs, so wet for him now I’m rubbing my 
legs together without even realizing how hard I’m trying to 
make myself come. 


“Oh no. You. Don’t,” he orders me, taking a moment to stop 
ogling me and sets to work on his prize. 


“You'll come when I want, where I want,” he growls. 
“And I want you to come... right... here.” 


His deep voice vibrates through my drenched, quivering 
pussy as he presses his whole mouth onto me in one 
movement. 


I swear out loud and I’m sure it feels like I’m leaving my 
body. 


If there was one thing on earth that feels like it belongs 
down there, it’s his mouth, then his hands, his tongue and 
fingers. 


My hands move across the back of his head, pulling him 
closer onto me, making me think of him underneath my 
desk and what a difference an hour or so makes. 


It’s only a fleeting thought though, his tongue working its 
way around my stiff clit and quivering pussy lips is enough 
to blow my mind in seconds. 


I can’t say how long he does this for, it feels like forever but 
at the same time nowhere near long enough before the 
other feeling starts to bear down on me. 


“Maddox,” I whimper, clutching at the bedsheets, my head 
hanging over the edge of the huge bed by now. 


His firm grip on my chest with one hand as the other cups 
my rump, lifting me all the way into his mouth is more than 
I can take. 


Whatever I was trying to hold back, that feeling I thought I 
could control, it’s let loose in an instant. 


My whole body stiffens and I hear myself grunt, growl and 
groan along with Maddox as I writhe harder onto his 
mouth. Both his hands have spread me wide open now, 
gaping my twitching hole against his hot mouth as he 
masterfully extends my first climax with him. 


I don’t want it to end, but at the same time I'm almost 
scared, feeling like it won’t stop. Like I’ll be lost in him 
forever. 


It’s only clear that my climax has a limit once I feel it begin 
to subside, my slick valley quivering under his tongue still 
as I shudder and shake before collapsing into a heap, 
exhausted in the best possible way. 


Maddox is so gentle now, so kind. He unzips his pants, 
getting naked but he lays himself up against my back, 
letting me feel his heat pressing into me as he draws the 
covers over us both. 


His lips on my shoulders, then behind my ears tickle, 
making me lean back into him even more, wondering if he’ll 
mind. 


Wondering if it even matters. 


“T’m a virgin,” I tell him, feeling tears in my eyes for some 
reason. 


His hands are on my hip and my shoulder, his lips kissing 
my neck. 


“T know,” he murmurs. “I know, and it’s what makes you so, 
so perfect.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


M addox 


I could keep her sweet pussy on my mouth forever. Her 
thick thighs on either side of my head. 


Where she belongs, close to me. 


She comes hard, and only after we both make sure she’s 
had her fill, which makes me so proud of her. 


I don’t think she’s done this before, but when she tells me 
she’s virgin, I melt inside. 


It’s perfect proof she’s meant for me, that we’re meant for 
each other. 


I’ll be her first and nobody else will have her from now on. 


It’s the only terms Ill settle for, having her all to myself. 
Nobody having pleased her before, and nobody pleasing 
her like I can ever again except for me. 


I want to look at her more, take in all her stunning beauty, 
those curves, but she’s spent for now and I indulge my 


other desire of holding her nakedness close against me 
under the covers. 


“You must’ve been with a thousand girls,” she whispers 
softly, making me knit my brow and almost sit up. 


“What makes you say that?” I ask, slightly put out she’d 
even think I’d have eyes for anyone else. 


Even before I met her. 


“Look at you,” she murmurs absently, her eyes still closed, 
pressing her body back against mine, but wanting to give 
some sort of telling off. 


“Compared to me, I mean. You’re all big and hard, and I’m 
so soft and small, too soft.” 


“Its your softness that I like,” I tell her honestly, cupping 
her where my hands rest and kissing her until she giggles. 


“You're teasing me!” I protest, but she shakes her head, her 
voice getting serious again. 


“Pm not teasing, Maddox. I just don’t want to tell myself I’m 
girl one if there’s a thousand others.” 


I breathe in deep and turn her gently to face me, willing her 
eyes to open, and when they do I give it to her straight. 


“Tm forty, Jasmine. Last girl I had was in high school,” I tell 
her, not even able to remember her name or what she 
looked like. 


“Really?” she asks, her eyes flashing open, her body turning 
to face mine in bed as I pull her closer, delighting in her 
touch from the front of our shared nakedness. 


“Really,” I tell her firmly, and kiss her double hard to prove 
my point. 


Jasmine’s cool fingers circling my swollen cock and gently 
starting to pump it back and forth seals the deal. 


I think I’m finally getting through to her. I just wished she’d 
understand how much it means... that she really is the only 
one I want. 


“Nobody but you, Jasmine,” I whisper, my breath 
shuddering as I hear the emotion in my own voice. 


“Then I’m the luckiest girl alive,” she says softly and I kiss 
her again. 


“No, we were just waiting for each other. Luck’s overrated 
because nobody would be lucky enough to have you all to 
themselves,” I tell her. 


“Well you got me Maddox Mapleton, all of me and for as 
long as you want,” she says in a husky voice, snuggling into 
my chest but making sure her grip on me is as firm as ever. 


“Forever,” I whisper back, cupping her face in my hands 
and sealing my solemn promise once more with the only 
vow I know is true, with our kiss. 


Her shivering hot body next to mine tells me she agrees, 
and that she wants more than just kisses. More than just my 
mouth on her pussy. 


She lets my hands move over her body, making their way 
over every inch of her that I crave, opening her legs and 
putting one of my own between them. 


I moan loudly, feeling her wet heat teasing me. 
My cock twitches, reaching boiling point. 
“Mine,” I growl, and she whimpers in reply. 


“Fuck me, Maddox. Take me properly,” she sighs. 


I don’t need any encouragement, but I do need to know it’s 
what she wants, right now. 


“Tell me it’s what you want... here... this... us.” 


Her head’s pumping faster than her hand, which has such a 
firm grip on my thick rod I feel like I could come in her 
hand but no. 


I’ve been waiting for this moment, I thought it had to be 
more perfect. It will be perfect, because it’s her. 


“Take m-” she starts to say again, but stops suddenly. 


The sound of the suite door opening, followed by two voices 
and something being tossed onto a table makes us both 
freeze. 


Jasmine’s eyes are wide with fear, and she tenses under me 
for a different reason now and I feel my own body tensing. 


Angry. 
Who the fuck... 
Then I recognize one of the voices. 


And Jasmine’s eyes narrow as she recognizes the second, 
female voice. 


“Do you have your phone?” I whisper, and she stabs a nod, 
reading my mind. 

Hopefully. 

“Quickly and quietly,” I coax her, telling her in a voice so low 


I can hardly hear it myself, but we both know what to do 
next. 


Sliding out of the bed, I smooth the covers while Jasmine 
scoops up her clothes and phone, shooting me a strong 


‘what now?’ look. 


I point to the doorway in the wall. A double door that joins 
two bedrooms. 


It’s our chance at a hiding place for now and we both creep 
quickly over to it as I register the voices in the kitchen area, 
a champagne cork popping, and then laughter. 


Of all the people... 


It’s the guy who set me up, my partner. And from the look 
on Jasmine’s face, he’s got company that she knows only too 
well. 


The only other person who'd have a key to this suite... 
Her boss. 

Karen Singleton and James Hunter. 

Well, well... who knew? 


I make the bed as neat as I can, and feeling my own 
nakedness I look for Jasmine again but she’s one step 
ahead. 


She’s in the next room, the door slightly ajar and beckoning 
me with the index finger of one hand, her phone in the 
other. 


Scooping up my own clothes, I dart across the room to her. 
She presses her finger to my lips as she opens the door 
wider to let me in before closing it silently behind her. 


“This isn’t what I had in mind,” she whispers, and I nod 
gravely, asking permission with my eyes for her to open her 
phone. 


“Video,” I tell her as quietly as I can. 


“TIl claim you properly, Jasmine, but this is the chance to 
clear my name the best way I know how if those two get 
talking. Are you with me?” I ask her. 


She mouths the word ‘forever’ and I’m already counting the 
seconds until we can be alone again. 


CHAPTER TEN 
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rd know my boss’s voice anywhere. Karen Singleton has a 
distinctive tone. But the man she’s with... 


I only know his face from the one next to Maddox’s in the 
firm’s lobby photographs. I know at once he’s Maddox’s 
partner in the business and by the look on his face, he’s the 
reason Maddox is on the run today as well. 


But both of them seem in high spirits. 


Maddox and I made a beeline for the bedroom, but these 
two? They sound like they want to hear each other’s voices 
for just a little longer. 


Peering through the crack in our door, I can’t see them 
once they disappear but can hear both of them in the 
kitchen area of the suite. 


Marble countertops and hard floors carry the sound of 
champagne popping and glasses tinkling well through the 
whole suite, plus they aren’t exactly whispering like 
Maddox and I were just now. 


“Well... Here’s to-” Karen starts to say before stopping 
suddenly. I imagine her standing there, her glass raised and 
head cocked. Wondering if they really are alone. 


“Here’s to Hunter and... Hunter. No more fucking Maddox 
Mapleton,” James says smugly to himself, ignoring Karen’s 
sudden lack of enthusiasm, draining his glass in one before 
refilling it and doing the same again. 


“Jesus, I needed that!” he exclaims, then sighing he frowns. 


“What is it now?” he asks Karen, whose silence seems 
suddenly edgy, like she’s wanting to investigate. 


I hear my dry mouth swallow, my tongue sticking to the 
back of my throat for a moment and then jumping once I 
feel Maddox’s hand on me, signaling me with a movement 
of his chin towards my phone. 


I put my hand up, letting Maddox know I understand. I do. 


I know he wants me to film these two, get some truth so he 
can exonerate himself from whatever it is they’ve pinned on 
him. 


But I also don’t want to blow our chances by being 
discovered. 


“T thought I heard something,” Karen murmurs, and I hear 
low, mumbling sounds as James Hunter sounds like he’s dry 
humping her. 


“You probably heard my dick about to break. I’m so hard 
Karen, c’mon and suck me already will ya? I’m about due 
for one of your famous throat solos.” 


I grimace and shiver. The mental image of my boss blowing 
anyone isn’t something that makes me not want to heave. 


Apparently, she’s pretty. She’s what every man wants. Big, 
fake tits and a Botox grin under tons of makeup she’s 
troweled on. 


I don’t think Maddox is into women like that, he said he 
wasn’t and I believe him. No man of mine sink that low. 


She’s gross. 
And after a few seconds I realize that James Hunter is too. 


“Oh you’ll get you blowjob, James and then some,” I hear 
her, grinning no doubt, but she has business on the brain, I 
can tell by the tone of her voice. 


J 


“Just tell me one more time... about the money,” she says 
huskily, lowering her voice and without any more prompting 
from Maddox; I know it’s my cue to start filming. 


I give Maddox a determined look which turns into a cold 
question. 


Literally. 
We’re both naked still and I’m starting to shiver. 


Maddox darts into the bathroom and hands me a snuggly 
robe before slipping one on over himself, covering my view 
of his perfect body. 


Even cold, he’s all man and as soon as he’s covered, I miss 
his nudity already but his own insistent look is urging me to 
get this done. 


He could film them himself, but it’s my phone and I know 
my way around it better than anyone. 


I just need to creep up on those two, and get what hard 
evidence I can. 


Karen’s mention of money has killed James’ mood a little, 
but he seems determined to have today be all about him. 


He rolls his eyes, just as I round the corner near the 
kitchen, and jutting the red circle to record, I watch and 
listen, knowing Maddox can hear everything as well. 


The sooner I get this done, the sooner Maddox can... 


Selfish? A little, but that man really has scratched an itch 
and left it largely undone as far as I’m concerned. 


I want him as much as I know he wants me, maybe more. 
But we can’t do anything with these other two in here as 
well. 


“Honey? Is it all about the money again?” James asks. I 
breathe a sigh of relief they’re both still dressed. 


“It’s always been about the money, James how dumb do you 
think I really am?” Karen says bitterly, her eyes narrowing, 
but not wanting to get so cold she cuts herself out of her 
own deal. 


James laughs, and tries to stroke her hair before she pulls 
her head back and with an exaggerated movement of 
resignation, he takes his own phone out. 


“Alright... alright... a deal’s a deal, Karen. If it’s money you 
want, then here.” 


He makes a concentrated face and taps at his screen for a 
few seconds before showing the phone to her. 


I make sure I keep my hands rock solid, filming a guy 
tapping his phone but it’s hardly real evidence. 


“There! Six hundred thousand in escrow, your Swiss 
account.” 


Her eyes flare as mine turn to slits, willing them both to be 
more explicit for a change. 


“A down payment. The rest is yours once that Maddox prick 
is on the news, behind bars. You did good fudging the 
paperwork and even sleeping with half the board to make it 
look like he stole from his own investors but I told you, I’ll 
only rest when that prick’s out of the picture for good.” 


I can feel Maddox’s anger brewing from the other room, it’s 
like he’s grown ten times his size and is about to burst in, 
but he doesn’t. 


I keep filming, despite the low battery signal and the 
knowledge I don’t have a huge amount of memory left 
either. 


Will that be enough? 


It’s a solid admission of foul play, but I just don’t know. I 
decide to keep rolling, mindful of my own position as I try 
and keep out of sight. 


Stealth has never been my strong point. 


Hunter’s an expert lawyer. He could get himself off from 
almost anything, I figure. 


But he is up against Maddox Mapleton. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


M addox 


I can’t believe my ears, but at the same time I wouldn’t put 
anything past James Hunter. 


But Karen Singleton from marketing? 


It doesn’t add up. I can only assume he’s using her like he 
uses everyone, to get what he wants and then will drop her 
in it as much as he has with me. 


I have a distinct feeling I’m not the only one James Hunter 
has in his sights. 


If he’s had this Karen Barbie sleeping with the board, who 
knows what else he’s got up his sleeve. 


Dammit! 


I should’ve kept a tighter set of reigns on the finances... I 
guess I thought my own internal alarm bells were just 
paranoia. Telling myself I needed to trust people more. 


Guess I was wrong. 


I just hope Jasmine is getting all of this on her phone. 


If nothing else, it’s pretty damning stuff against them both. 
Coupled with my own defense evidence so far, I’d say 
they’ve just screwed themselves. 


No blowjob required. 


The sound of a phone ringing makes me gasp out loud, and 
I think I might’ve blown our cover but Karen picks up, 
talking sharply to the concierge on the suite’s intercom. 


“Four glasses? What are you talking about... what do 
you...?” 


The clatter of plastic as she hangs up is matched by her 
heels on the floor. 


“What now?” James whines, but Karen’s already opened the 
front door. 


“That was room service wanting to know, if we needed extra 
glasses, if we needed the maid! Somebody else’s already 
been here,” she hisses. 


I feel my heart rate pick up, making a fist and ready to deal 
with James the old fashioned way, but as quickly as it all 
happened, they’re both gone. 


The suite door slams behind them and there’s silence. 


I feel Jasmine waiting just as long as I do, checking the 
coast really is clear before even moving. 


Before saying a single word. 


“What the hell was all that?” Jasmine finally says, making 
me jump again at the sound of a voice echoing down the 
hall. 


I’ve never been so wound up before today. 


Any other day, I’d just think it was from being double- 
crossed, set up by my business partner. 


But as soon as we’re alone again, I realize it’s something 
else. 


Relief. 


The firm can go screw itself, I know I haven’t done anything 
wrong. I most likely have the evidence I need to prove that 
now too. 


But it’s knowing she’s really here, that she’s really going to 
be mine that has my heart in my throat. 


“Maddox?” she asks, drawing close to me and I reach out 
for her, pulling her in tight as I hug her. 


“Tell me you got that,” I ask her, loving her more than ever 
when I feel her head nod against my chest. 


“Yeah, but what the hell is going on?” she adds. 


Ignoring my fresh arousal from her pressing against me, I 
hold her at arm’s length, smiling before I kiss her. 


“Your boss and my business partner. That’s what’s been 
going on, plus who knows how many others.” 


She still looks confused. 


“T gathered that, but what does it all mean? What have they 
done and why is it your problem?” 


I gently pry her phone from her hand and play back what I 
hope she managed to capture. 


And she did. It’s all there, everything we both heard and 
she saw just now. 


I breathe a little sigh of relief. 


“It means...” I start to say, trying to figure out most of it in 
my own mind. “That James Hunter has used Karen 
Singleton to infiltrate the board of our firm, the finances 
and plenty else, planting misinformation about me the 
whole way. Making me look like a thief and criminal while 
he plans to take over the firm without me.” 


“Which is why you had so many visitors this morning,” 
Jasmine muses. 


“Exactly, but...” I take her hands in mine. 


“But?” she asks, her eyes getting a look I much prefer on 
her. 


“But I really don’t care about any of that right now. I just 
care about you, us,” I tell her, and I mean it. 


“You think they’ll be back?” Jasmine asks, softening to the 
mood I’m broadcasting, my hands tracing her hair back 
from her face while hers find the front of my robe and slip 
inside. 


“T wouldn’t think so, but,” I stifle a groan, distracted by both 
her hands working my aching hardness again. 


Her eyes dance in a silent question. 


“But what about this suite? If those two clowns were up 
here, who knows who else might turn up,” I groan, yielding 
to her touch as my own hands find her stiffening chest 
under her robe. 


She trembles as my fingers find her pebbled nipples, as 
hard as I am for her. 


“I don’t think we’re going anywhere, Maddox. Not until you 
finish what you’ve started... down here,” she whispers, 
guiding one of my hands down between her legs. 


Her forwardness surprises and pleases me. I know she’s 
right, I can’t think of anything right now except claiming 
what’s mine. Giving Jasmine what she needs so badly and 
showing her just how much she means to me. 


Hungrier for each other more than ever before, I lift her up 
in one swift movement. Her legs warm and smooth, hooking 
around me through our robes which have fallen open as I 
walk us both to the front door. 


I bolt the door. 


“No more interruptions,” I promise her as she purrs softly, 
grinding herself against my abs and working her way down, 
gasping when she feels the smooth, stiff heat of every inch 
I’m about to give to her. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 
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rll admit it takes a minute to get the thought of my boss out 
of my mind, but only just a minute. 


Once she and Maddox’s crooked business partner leave, it 
only takes one touch from his hands to bring the magic 
back, to start me up in a way I’ve never felt before in my 
whole life. 


I wouldn’t call myself the most athletic girl, far from it. But 
something about Maddox makes me so hot for him I literally 
want to crawl all over him, drag my skin against his whole 
body. I’m hooked on him now and every touch commands a 
thousand more. 


Fortunately for me, he feels exactly the same way and after 
lifting me up effortlessly, he holds me in place while he 
snatches handfuls of me and makes that low, pleased sound 
as he kneads my skin gently in his thick fingers. 


The alpha male who’s staked his claim and is in the process 
of claiming what’s rightfully his. What he’s waited for. 


It’s music to my ears. 


Apart from what I know must be love for Maddox, real 
love... my heart’s about to burst from the excitement of 
knowing it’s really him who’ll be my first. 


I never had much of a hang up about being a virgin, just 
figured nobody was interested so packed the idea away and 
forgot about it. Forgot about me and my wants. 


Maddox has well and truly opened that box. In more ways 
than one. 


Before we get all the way back to the bed, he laces his 
fingers together behind my back and leans forward, 
suspending me midair while he stares into my eyes. 


“Tell me again, say it,” he demands, the corner of his lip 
curling as his eyes dance under a cocked brow. 


“I'm yours, Maddox. Take me, please,” I tell him, hearing 
the urgency in my own voice. His hands on me, my legs 
open and wrapped around his body as my pussy presses 
against his rock hard body is more than I can take, even 
though I could stay like this all day I’m worried it’s gonna 
finish before we’ve even started. 


“I’m gonna make you come more than once,” he growls, 
reading my mind and making my whole body shiver at the 
thought of him finally inside me. 


He lays me down on the bed, slipping his own robe off as I 
free myself from mine. 


Our eyes are locked, but we each need to look at the other. 
I need to take in more of his incredible body, but without my 
hands touching him it feels like something’s missing, and 
our fingers greedily seek each other’s out. 


His huge hands eclipse into mine, and he uses his knees to 
hold himself up, leaning over me slightly as we get closer. 


His weight on me makes me gasp, but only in the best way 
as my legs automatically open for him again and our hands 
and finger exchange our grip on each other for the 
exploration we both crave. 


“You’re perfect Jasmine,” he croons as he cups my chest, 
tracing his flat palm over my belly and down to my hips, 
finally lifting me a little to squeeze my rear while he presses 
his thick heat right over mine, making us both moan loudly. 


We’re a perfect fit. I wouldn’t have guessed it, but his huge, 
thick body with all its grooves and flexing muscles just fits 
everywhere against my own soft curves. 


His weight on mine is just enough pressure all round, 
generating a new and exciting buzz we instantly both feel 
between us. 


And like a key in a lock, I just know how well he’ll fit 
everywhere else. 


I hope... Maddox isn’t average sized anyplace, least of all in 
his trouser department. 


“Jasmine,” he groans, and I feel myself shuddering already 
feeling the rising pressure inside me. Aching for him to 
release it. 


“Let me,” I tell him, his hands flat against the mattress on 
either side of me as I open myself wider for him, using my 
own hands to guide his smooth, hot tip into me. 


It’s big alright and for a second I don’t think any of this is 
gonna work. But with some gentle circles and soft pressure 
from my man, I know he’s feeling it as much as I am when 


he gently starts to fill me, my eyes widening and my 
shivering gasps turning to moans of disbelief. 


“Oh fuck, Maddox,” I whimper, swearing six more times 
between each time I pant his name and grit my teeth, 
knowing he’s only just getting started. 


My hands shift to his rock hard body, clawing my grip onto 
him as he slowly slides into me, his jaw set in concentration, 
his eyes flared with intense passion on mine. 


That thing, the sensation inside me that felt like something 
would come loose? 


It’s finally loose. Free. 


Maddox groans and swears himself, filling me right up ina 
matter of seconds, drawing an animal sound from me as I 
feel a wave of heat ripple through my slick valley, gripping 
him tighter and drawing him in further until he hits the 
place I know he’ll make me come from for the rest of my 
life. 


Our grip on each other becomes tenser in a second, the 
new feeling replaces an urgency and it’s like we’ve found 
the missing part of ourselves in something else for the first 
time. 


“T don’t just want you to take me, Maddox,” I hear myself 
confessing. “I want you to fill me with our babies... fill me 
with a family.” 


This pleases him more than anything. “Our family,” he 
corrects me firmly and I feel his hardness swell to what 
feels like twice its size and in a perfect tangled mess of our 
bodies, we set to work on extracting every ounce of the 
pleasure and passion, the love that I know will go into the 
making of each of our children. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


M addox 


She’s perfect, in every way. 


I’ve never made time for romance in my life. Never found it 
because it was never there, never the right person so I 
turned my attention to other things. 


But Jasmine. 


She’s not just romance, she’s the full package. She’s the 
one. 


Her body against mine gives me a feeling I never even 
thought possible. A feeling that’s way beyond physical 
attraction or sexual arousal. 


It’s a soul connection, running deeper than our bodies, but 
by god... her body against mine... 


I’m a big guy, and her soft curves, those thick thighs and 
curvy hips as my body presses right into hers... 


I know I want this forever. I want to give her this every day 
for the rest of our lives. 


So when she grips me, once I feel the magic of being inside 
her and she tells me she wants me to fill her with our kids... 
I almost call out loud to thank god for sending me one of his 
angels. 


For the first time in my life I relax, I know that from this 
moment, everything’s gonna work out and my instincts to 
possess Jasmine were on point. 


She’s so tight I thought I would burst as soon as I got inside 
her, but once our bodies lock together and once she tells 
me she really is mine; that she wants what I want to give 
her, it’s like coming home. 


She bucks and grinds against me, my hands gripping those 
stunning hips as my thighs hold hers up against them. It’s 
like two parts of a broken puzzle joined together, where it 
all finally makes sense. 


And far from losing control once I fill her right up, finding 
her special place almost instantly, we both feel a renewed 
sense of vigor and determination to enjoy the feeling it 
generates without worrying about anything else. 


I forget everything else, all my so called problems. 


I’ve got what I’ve waited my whole life for, and my real life 
starts right now. 


Our life. 


I find out, with pleasure, that Jasmine likes it soft and slow 
as well as hard and fast. 


When it’s finally time for us both to share the waves of 
passion we've felt slowly building as we make love, it’s a 
slow and smooth finish my girl wants but we can’t hide the 
true passion that fuels our union. 


I feel her stiffen under me, her body tensing in my arms as 
hers wrap around me, gripping me tighter than ever. 


“Maddox,” she whimpers, and I know how close we both 
are. 


I want this to last forever, but at the same time the growing 
climax I know we’re about to share is a golden moment, a 
reward on top of the treasure of my day so far. 


Pressing my head against hers as our eyes lock, I watch 
hers widen and feel mine do the same. An intense ripple 
washes over both of us as we grip one another, shuddering 
as I relax my clenched jaw and Jasmine feels like she’s 
letting go of a lifetime’s worth of pent up desire in one 
moment. 


In a blinding flash I can see Jasmine and me, and our home 
someplace in the country. A wicker bassinet on a wide porch 
as gray clouds part, a rainbow shining through the thin 
fingers of lightning as it arcs across a huge plain that 
stretches out to the horizon. 


It takes a few moments before I become aware of our 
gasps, the shared climax between us subsiding. 


She’s crying, but they’re tears of joy. My own voice shakes 
with strong emotion. 


“Did you...?” I ask her, unable to speak properly. 


She nods her head and I kiss her deeply, feeling the 
explosion that counts more than anything, the one between 
our hearts as we both realize the real magic that’s just 
taken place. 


“T love you, Jasmine,” I tell her. As if the words could convey 
the true feeling, but it’s all we can tell each other right now. 


It’s all that matters. 


“I love you too, Maddox. Oh god, Maddox I love you!” she 
whispers in my ear, and I hold her so tight I’m scared I'll 
hurt her, but she only replies by gripping me just as tight. 


“Did you feel that?” I ask, shaking my head, hoping I’m not 
just imagining things. 


“I did,” Jasmine gasps. “Today is like a dream, Maddox. 
Don’t let it end,” she begs me, clutching herself closer to my 
chest before I roll us over, and playing big spoon as we both 
catch our breath I promise her it won’t. 


“Oh, this love story never ends, Jasmine. You’re all mine and 
I’m yours from now on. You don’t ever have to worry about 
things being any different. I swear that promise to you,” I 
tell her, not meaning to sound so determined but I really do 
mean it. 


The memory of my former life gradually returns to me, the 
whole business from this morning. The fact Hunter and his 
mistress were here in this very suite. 


The whole concept of my defense. 
Against what? 

Myself? 

No. 


In a single moment, I feel whole again, my mind is so clear 
and I know exactly what I have to do, with Jasmine finally at 
my side I know I can do anything, let alone right a few 
pesky wrongs some moron is trying to pin on me. 


But before any of that, before I even leave this suite, I want 
to enjoy my Jasmine. I want to breathe her in, but most of 
all I want to give her more pleasure than she’s ever known 
in her life. 


“Its gonna be a strange ride for a while,” I caution her, 
kissing her shoulder. “But we’re here now, where we 
belong. It can only get better from this moment. And I 
promise I’ll take care of everything.” 


“T know you will, Maddox. I know,” she assures me. “ But?” 


I lean up onto my elbow. “But what?” I ask, filled with 
concern as she rolls over, smiling dreamily. 


“But, can you arrange some laundry or clothes? We can’t 
get around in hotel bathrobes forever, can we? And some 
food... I’m hungry,” she pouts, pulling me closer to kiss her 
again. 


“T do love you, Jasmine,” I remind her, hearing her breathe 
catch at the words, her forehead on mine, she squeezes my 
hand in hers and I know she can’t say anything for fear of 
those tears again. 


Tears I feel inside. 


The sheer joy at finally having landed back to earth. Finally 
having found my real reason for existing. 


“We'll get all that and more,” I murmur, laying back down 
with the ultimate sense of relief. 


Knowing I have her, that our family has started too. 


Like everything else I’ve willed into my life so far, this is 
going to work and I know it’s going to be just perfect. 


rll be damned sure to make sure it is, Maddox Mapleton 
style. 
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As soon as Maddox tells me he feels the same, as soon as he 
says he loves me and he knows the incredible has just 
happened - that we could make a baby our first time and 
just knows it. I know I’m not dreaming. 


This is real. 


I’m teasing about clothes, but Iam hungry, and although it’s 
technically my boss’s suite, my real boss is Maddox. Always 
has been, and now I’m his well and truly. 


No shame in a girl asking for something to eat. 


He laughs, satisfied with my requests after kissing me so 
hard we almost get right back to where we just came from, 
but I can tell he’s a man on a mission now, 


He has things to do and getting us both fed and clothed is a 
reflex compared to what I can only imagine he has brewing 
in his mind now. 


Now that he knows I’m his and we have more than just the 
two of us to think about. 


The hotel concierge is very apologetic, from what I can tell 
once Maddox presses the phone in my hand, asking me to 
order some privacy as well as the one hour laundry and 
some food ASAP. 


“T just assumed it was a party of four,” the concierge, Jason 
stammers. “Ms. Singleton has had plenty of those. She’s 
definitely gone now. I’m so sorry,” he continues before I 
shut him down. 


Hearing some real power in my voice for the first time in a 
long time. 


“It's fine, Jason. But I’ll need privacy from now on, and if we 
need to change suites because that’s an issue for you, I can 
pay in cash,” I offer, but his embarrassment and eagerness 
to please, ensures our solitude for as long as we need it. 


“T am sorry again for the misunderstanding,” he starts, but 
I’m already over it and only want what we both need right 
now, apart from each other and complete seclusion. 


I arrange some food, fresh everything and decline the offer 
of a free massage over the concept of getting our laundry 
done in under an hour. 


Plenty of time to have something to eat and give Maddox 
the time he needs to consider his next move, which I hope 
isn’t too far away from me. 


He claps his hands softly as I hang up the hotel phone by 
the bed. Not a hint of sarcasm either. He’s genuinely 
impressed. 


“Jasmine, your talents have been wasted. You’re definitely 
working for me from now on,” he sighs deeply with 


satisfaction, pulling me close as his huge arm curls around 
me. 


“T get like this when I’m hungry,” I warn him, and he nods 
with his eyes closed. 


“Me too, nothing worse than people wanting to talk crap 
and kiss your ass when all you want is a feed and some 
clean clothes, happens a lot when I travel and it sucks,” he 
murmurs, looking like he’s dozing off. 


He springs to life when I spread myself over his chest again, 
kissing him here and there again, on each of his nipples and 
then trying to make my way down to my favorite new 
discovery on my man... but he stops me, laughing softly 
again as he pulls me back up so my face is in line with his. 


“Hey! I need some more of you up here, with me,” he says, 
kissing me again, making me melt and sink back into him. 


It isn’t long before there’s a knock at the door, the muffled 
call of room service, and Maddox leaps out of bed in one 
movement. 


He scoops up all our clothes along the way, signaling me to 
stay put and I hear the front door, some murmured 
instructions, and then the gentle clatter of a trolley before 
the smell of food hits my nose. 


I roll over, lying on my back and inhale deeply. 


The sight of Maddox wheeling in a hotel cart filled with 
silver domes, his robe having fallen open, makes me feel 
like the luckiest girl alive. 


“T shouldn’t have let them see me here, but meh. I don’t 
give a fuck any more Jasmine. It’s you and me from now 
on,” he reminds me, lifting a few silver lids and putting a 


couple of plates onto bed trays before fluffing some pillows 
behind me so I can sit up and eat in bed. 


“This looks great!” he exclaims, eventually settling down 
next to me with his own tray of what looks like the best 
steak dinner I’ve seen in forever. 


“How'd they get all this together so quick?” I ask him, 
wondering about our laundry too, but he just shrugs. 


“TIl tell you once I find out exactly how much they’re 
charging the firm for the suite,” he says, slicing a thick 
piece of steak before taking it to his own mouth and 
groaning. 


“Tsn’t it good though?” he asks, and we both laugh. 


“Tt sure is,” I tell him. Looking up and savoring my mouthful 
as I chew, wishing I knew how I could repay such a 
wonderful man. 


As if I even have to. 


Answering my silent question, his hand is on mine between 
mouthfuls. 


“It’s you and me, Jasmine us from now on, okay?” is all he 
has to say to that quiet corner of my mind that has any need 
or want to doubt anything anymore. 


“T think... after this meal we should have ourselves a sit in 
that huge Jacuzzi tub in there and talk about your new 
position... under me,” he continues with a wry smile, cutting 
meat and feeding me the odd piece as I nod in silent 
agreement; returning the favor. 


And he makes it so, after we eat he runs the huge tub full of 
water and fragrant oils provided by the hotel and carries 
me to it after assuring me that the door’s barred and we 
won't be disturbed. 


Not unless he or I says so. 


Not ever again. 
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To my delight, Jasmine isn’t a drinker and we can enjoy all 
the fizzy water we like as we both melt under the bubbles 
and foam of a different kind in a Jacuzzi tub that makes me 
wonder how many people they actually think would get in 
here together. 


The jets massage us, taking our physical aches away which I 
have noticed after my lengthy lovemaking session with her; 
but not wanting to mention because of our age difference. 


Its just a number, but I’m relieved more by her own 
accounts of how much she likes the relaxing spa jets on her 
body. 


“Not too much though?” I ask her, almost sounding jealous. 


“Nowhere near as good as you,” she assures me, leaning 
back against me as I wonder if life couldn’t get any better. If 
all my aches and pleasures couldn’t feel this good. 


“What are we gonna do?” she asks after a long silence. 


Not a scared or pensive silence, more like a curious 
question from my girl who wants to know just how my 
cunning plan to return us both to the top is gonna pan out. 


Holding her closer, letting my hands wander across her 
breasts as the warm water froths over them, I think out 
loud as well as remind myself of a few facts. 


“Pm a lawyer, sure,” I remark. “But I have my own legal 
team, and not just in the U.S all over the world. I’ve been 
watching my business partner for a long time, Jasmine. But 
it is true, he has snuck up on me somewhat in the past few 
days... weeks. But today? We have him. Your video evidence 
is enough to convince any judge...” 


But I trail off. 


“What is it?” she asks, wanting to turn and face me, but I 
hold her firmly against me. 


“Its not something I can help right now. All that matters is 
that you’re here with me,” I tell her, noting her tension still. 


“Maddox,” she insists. “I don’t want to lose you on the first 
day I’ve found you,” she says. 


I breathe in thoughtfully, and assure her she won’t. I assure 
myself I won’t either. 


I mustn’t. 


“I have a pretty thorough legal team. Remember I’m The 
Maddox in Hunter-Maddox,” I purr. 


Hoping it’s enough. 


Willing myself to beat every single accusation, every lie. 
Even to the point of auditing my own firm to figure out how 
long this damned suite’s been used to furnish my own staff, 
my own firm’s partner against me. 


“Ts it enough?” she asks me honestly, and I know she means 
the snippet of video she shot as well as my own ongoing 
preparation for legal defense. 


“Tf it isn’t, then I’m not Maddox Mapleton,” I tell her firmly 
and finally, kissing the top of her head and hearing her sigh 
in response. I finally relax again. Reminding myself that 
kings are only kings when they Say so. 


“PI be right here for you,” she echoes, mirroring my 
thoughts. 


Proving to me too, that every king also needs his queen if 
he’s going to be a complete success. 


“Did I mention how much I love you, Jasmine?” I venture. 
Feeling no shame in being so bold so soon. 


“Is there such a thing though?” she asks. “Love at first 
sight?” 
But it’s more an observation than a question. 


Just like our knowing that she’s carrying our first child 
already. 


Some things are just the way they are. Like the sky and the 
earth. 


Like love, and like a woman who’s loved by her man 
carrying his child. 


I change the subject, drawing her attention to the rest of 
the day, even though it’s wearing out by the color through 
the floor to ceiling arched windows around us. 


The view? It’s probably magnificent, but nothing compared 
to what I’m holding in my arms right now. We could be 
anywhere on earth or beyond and I’d feel just the same. 


“T have a bundle of cash I need getting rid of,” I remind her. 


“Once our laundry’s back, what do you say to some 
shopping and some dinner?” I ask her, hoping she'll say yes. 


“We just ate,” she reminds me. 


“T have a Jot of shopping in mind,” I counter. “By the time 
we’re done, you'll be hungry again, I promise.” 


“Im always hungry for you,” she coos. And I feel myself 
shifting against the small of her back under water, my 
hardness making me groan again as I realize just how much 
I want her. 


How hard I’ve stayed since I claimed her. 


We are left alone, for our soak in the hot tub and the 
shopping that waits beyond that. 


There’s a slight interruption at the door, but it’s only the 
laundry service, delivering all our clothes clean and freshly 
pressed as promised once we’ve dried off. 


“Perfect timing,” Jasmine observes, looking a little cautious 
as she examines the neat bundles of clothes in hotel 
monogrammed wrapping. 


“What is it?” I ask her. 


“Tt’s just... I dunno, having other people wash my clothes... 
it’s weird.” she says, looking down and blushing a little. 


“Tt’s just until we can get some more of our own,” I assure 
her, rubbing her shoulder with one hand, reluctant to try 
and get dressed myself. The sight of her robe half open is 
enough to make me want to throw her over my shoulder 
and carry her back to bed all over again. 


“TIl go get changed,” she says with a smile that lets me 
know she can read my mind. 


“If I let you at me again, we won’t be going anywhere,” she 
remarks, making me growl in agreement but I make sure I 
just happen by the open door way, catching her slipping 
back into her blouse and skirt, driving me wild at the sight 
of her. 


“Get dressed!” she calls out half-laughing, a tremor in her 
voice that makes me smile. 


She feels just the same as I do, but seems to have a little 
more self control. 
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“You look beautiful,” Maddox tells me, taking my hand and 
kissing it, making me blush. 


“Tt’s just my same work clothes,” I murmur, but he shakes 
his head, smiling. 


“It doesn’t matter, Jasmine. You’re beautiful, so perfect,” he 
says and kisses me on the mouth, making me melt in his 
arms until I can see we’re dangerously far from shopping. 


I’m happy to stay in the suite, in bed with Maddox for 
weeks. But there’s something about the allure of a shopping 
trip, plus him on my arm that makes me feel a different sort 
of excitement. 


“Are you sure?” I ask him again. “About spending all this 
money? I mean, that came out wrong,” I tell him. “I didn’t 
mean all this money.” 


But Maddox only laughs, hooking his arms around my waist 
and spinning me around. 


“Jasmine that’s pocket money. We’ve got way more than 
that, so you don’t need to worry about it. Today’s our 
special day... in spite of everything else. I want to have fun, 
okay?” he asks, cocking his brow in mock seriousness. 


“Okay,” I tell him and he lifts my face to his by my chin. 


“That settles it, we’ll have to spend all this money, just to 
prove my point,” he adds with a devilish grin before kissing 
me again, making my heart flutter with excitement. 


The amount is nothing to him, but to me... its months’ worth 
of wages. Something I’ve always perceived as a hell of a lot 
of money. 


There’s no need to take my car, the hotel’s right on the 
fringe of a major designer shopping area. Something else 
that’s new to me, but for Maddox it’s just another day in the 
life. 


Once we slip past reception, his arm takes mine and I find 
myself leaning in closer to him with every step as we get 
closer to the huge shimmering shopping mall with it’s vast 
open spaces, designer stores and intimidating people, 
people who look like they just stepped out of a magazine. 


My old work clothes look out of place, but it surprises me 
how little attention anyone really pays us, they’re all too 
busy watching themselves in storefront windows, taking 
selfies or filming their latest influencer video. 


“We can start here first,” Maddox suggests, taking us into a 
very un-glamorous looking store, which I discover is a 
branch for his tailor. 


He orders some new suits, which they’ll have ready in the 
hour and then we’re off to the recommendation from his 
tailor to where I can find something suitable. 
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“Giovanni’s,” the older gentleman says, matter of fact when 
Maddox asks for his suggestion, and Maddox smacks his 
lips, exclaiming something in Italian before leading me out 
of the store again. 


Like his tailor, there’s little, almost unmarked shops and 
storefronts between the major chains and designers, each 
with a knowing look in the owner’s eye as their regular 
clients come in for a fitting or to have something special 
made for any occasion. 


The prospect of having anyone measure me up for clothes 
horrifies me, and Maddox laughs out loud when I suggest 
we can just go someplace cheaper and get something off 
the rack. 


“Get used to it, baby,” he says reassuringly. “Trust me once 
you get clothes that are made for you you’ll never wear 
anything else. Even though I prefer you in your birthday 
suit,” he says with a sly wink, pinching me gently on the ass 
and smiling. 


“Tt’ll be fine, Jasmine,” he says again, reassuring me with a 
gentler squeeze, allowing for my nerves. 


And as usual, Maddox Mapleton is right. 


After a few tense moments with an older sales assistant who 
looks me up and down, I’m led to a private room where she 
measures me up and asks me some pretty personal 
sounding questions, but once I see why it all makes sense. 


I turn, expecting to see Maddox with us but he’s not there. 


My heart gives a little stab of fear, but I remind myself I’m 
just here to get some clothes. 


“We have a few things here, off the rack,” she adds with a 
wistful smile. 


“A client, she changed her mind and here they are, very 
much your fit but I’m not sure your style?” she asks with a 
sigh, jotting down some more notes of my measurements 
and waving her hand towards a rack with several outfits. 


“Tt will do until we can have something made up in a day or 
two,” she adds, without looking up. 


I grab the first thing I see, a blue top that sparkles and 
some slacks that have a matching color but different 
material. There’s even a pair of shoes that fit. 


I try the outfit on, surprised at how well it fits as Maddox’s 
words echo through my mind, even though this is still 
technically off the rack. 


I timidly step out, and seeing the old woman’s stern nod of 
approval before she circles me, pinching the fabric here 
and there, she asks what I think. 


“Its beautiful,” I tell her honestly. “It feels like I’m not 
wearing anything though.” Which is true, even though I can 
see I’m covered up pretty well, even looking a little trimmer 
I tell myself. 


She bags up the clothes I had on, handling them with the 
Same care and respect as her own creations, and I heave a 
sigh of relief once I see Maddox slip back into the store, 
tucking something into his new suit’s jacket pocket. 


“Where were you?” I ask him, my nerves betraying me, 
suddenly embarrassed by my own outburst. 


“Sorry,” I murmur, leaning in as he kisses my cheek before 
stepping back to gasp at how good I look in my new outfit. 


“It looks really expensive,” I whisper, noting the old 
woman’s tongue clicking as she rolls her eyes. 


Maddox beams a wide smile, telling her how perfect it is, 
telling me how perfect I look. 


She writes something on a pad and shows him, and without 
flinching he hands over one of the wads of cash from his 
pocket, which he presses into her hands with another smile 
as he tells her something softly, making her laugh as she 
covers her mouth. 


I’m looking at myself in one of the mirrors, feeling awkward 
now. I can’t afford this kind of thing, and Maddox being so 
coy with the old woman is making my hair bristle 


“Everything alright?” Maddox asks, still grinning as we 
make our way out of the store. 


“I just feel like an idiot, that’s all... what’s so sweet between 
you and the old woman anyway?” I ask, not even trying to 
hide my hurt. 


Once we’re clear of the store, Maddox stops to face me, his 
look gets serious. 


“Jasmine. You look beautiful, and I told you we have plenty 
of money to buy whatever you want. Old Maria in there? 
She’s gonna make you whatever you need from now on and 
I only told her something about what else I have planned 
for the day that’s all,” he says, his eyes twinkling in the late 
afternoon light. 


“And what else do you have planned for today?” I ask, trying 
not to sound petulant, but registering how snippy I still 
sound. 


I don’t like Maddox schmoozing with anybody, no matter 
how old they are. 


“Oh, you'll see,” he says absently patting his jacket pocket 
before his face falls and he spins me around so he’s facing 


the other way as he suddenly plants a kiss on me. 


“Hey!” I protest, pulling back from him. “What’s gotten 
into-” I try to say, but his fingers are on my lips instead. 


“Sorry Jasmine, but those feds from the office? That creep 
Sloane is right behind us,” he murmurs, and with a little 
nod he moves in close again, kissing me much more 
tenderly, making me forget everything that I could tell 
myself makes me mad at him. 


In a second I know I’m mad about him, not mad at him. 
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I spot Sloane in the crowd and it isn’t too hard to give him 
the slip. I can’t tell if he’s even looking for us, me or just 
happens to be in the area, maybe buying himself some high 
end nylons who knows? 


Once we double back a little, deciding maybe heading back 
to the hotel is safest, I stop in my tracks again once we’re 
across the street from the hotel. 


Sloane again. 


This time he’s talking to some suits out front and a few 
marked cars roll up to boot. 


Dammit. 


I thought at least one more night with Jasmine in our suite 
might be nice, maybe after some dinner but this puts the 
breaks on. 


“We’ll have to find new digs for the night, I’m afraid,” I tell 
her, feeling her start to shiver under my arm as she realizes 


this business isn’t going to go away until I clear my name. 
But I can’t do that in custody, not properly anyway. 


Plus, like I already told Jasmine. Today’s all about us, not 
them. Or so I’d hoped. 


“We could go back to...” Jasmine starts to say, but then 
shakes her head. 


“What, your place?” I ask, suddenly favoring the idea, 
although if they link her car and the hotel... to me... 


It’s a chance I’m willing to take. Being out in the open isn’t 
somewhere I like, not with Jasmine in as much risk as I am 
at the moment. 


She looks up at me awkwardly. “It’s not a five star hotel.. 
my place,” she murmurs, turning red, but I’m hailing a cab 
and asking her which way before she can change her mind. 


A fleet of SUV’s with red and blue lights is coming from the 
other way, so I figure we’re making good on our escape for 
the second time today. 


Jasmine gives the driver an address in a rough 
neighborhood. 


“Good thinking,” I tell her. “That might lose anyone who’s 
tailing us until we get to your place,” I remark, amazed at 
her forward thinking. 


“It is my place,” she groans, and as she looks out the 
window, not able to look me in the eye, I hold her hand and 
give it a little squeeze before she pulls it away. 


“Sorry,” I tell her gently, kicking myself for being so stupid, 
so insensitive. 


Well. She won’t be there for much longer, that’s for sure. 
Tonight, I’ll have to lay all my cards on the table for the law, 


and after that? 


Maybe play the one card I have left to deal to Jasmine, the 
ace of hearts. 


“You sure you want to stop here?” the driver asks as he 
pulls up, winding his own window up as I slip him a fifty. 


But Jasmine’s already out of the car, making her way to the 
apartment block entrance. 


It’s dimly lit, and even though it’s dark now, I can see and 
smell how much of a different kind of world it is compared 
to the one I know. The one I take for granted. 


Waving off the cabbie, I bolt after Jasmine, not wanting her 
out of my sight, even though she seems more relaxed in 
some ways in her own surroundings compared to the five 
star, designer shopping mall we were just at earlier. 


“Hey,” I call out softly, cupping her elbow with my hand. 
“Pm sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it,” I remind her, 
wincing at her creased frown, the line of silver under each 
eye as they threaten to brim over with tears. 


“Well,” she sighs bitterly, pushing the door open and letting 
us in a second doorway with her key. “This is the real me,” 
she groans. 


“Take it or leave it,” she says, still not able to look at me, 
which makes me feel like I’ve done something more than 
offend her by making assumptions about where she lives. 


“Jasmine?” I ask her firmly, pulling her to face me, making 
her gasp before I kiss her hard on the mouth. 


“T love you, remember?” I tell her, my own voice cracking 
with emotion. 


“Not where you live, not what you’re wearing. I love you, 
Jasmine,” I tell her again, and I don’t let her go until she 
understands that. 


Until she tells me she knows that. 


“Just don’t expect too much from my apartment,” she says, 
relaxing some and smiling again as I kiss her neck, then 
wipe her cheeks with my thumbs as I hold her face in my 
hands. 


“Any place where you are is perfect with me,” I tell her, then 
remembering something. “You do have a decent internet 
connection though?” I ask. I don’t want to split hairs, but if 
I’m gonna get my evidence to my legal team... 


“That I do have,” she assures me with a little laugh, and 
taking my hand in hers, she leads me up the stairs. 


“Elevators broken,” she sighs. “But I’m on three so it’s not 
so bad.” 


This is her last night in this building. I swear. 


It’s not a bad building. Not as bad as the neighborhood, but 
it’s no place I want my queen. Not one second longer than 
she has to be. 


The third floor seems brighter, not just because it has lights 
that work, but I can just tell which apartment is hers, 
making the whole place seem brighter, better. 


“This is me,” she says, wincing as she opens the door, 
flicking on the lights inside and leading me inside. 


I take in a deep breath, breathing her in. The whole place 
has her feel, her sweet smell and most of all, it has her and 
me alone in it now. 


She starts to pick up some scattered clothes, arranging 
dishes in the kitchen sink and making a general fuss until I 
clasp my hands over her forearms from behind, only feeling 
relaxed myself once she leans back into me. 


“I feel embarrassed, Maddox... this is... this place, and it’s 
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SO... 


“Its your home, Jasmine,” I remind her. “For now,” I add 
cryptically. “Now, stop trying to make excuses for being 
alive and point me towards your internet. 


I left my laptop at the hotel, but that can’t be helped. 
Everything I need is in a cloud and on Jasmine’s phone. 


“I just need to upload everything I have to my legal team, to 
their investigators,” I tell her. “Maybe use your phone to 
make a few calls first?” I add, glad when she agrees without 
thinking. Without realizing how much danger I’ve most 
likely put us both in, but the sooner I get the facts to my 
defense team, the sooner this will be over. 
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It does feel good to be home, in a way. Feels strange to have 
Maddox here though, it’s like he’s my new life and my 
apartment, my job... everything about this place is my old 
life somehow. 


“We could’ve saved a pretty penny if we’d just come here in 
the first place,” I grizzle, still wanting to keep my new outfit 
on for Maddox, but equally drawn to the idea of my slippers 
and track pants. 


He frowns, reminding me to stop worrying about money 
and to direct him to my computer and can he please have 
my phone again? 


I have a computer at work, a laptop there too. My own PC is 
a desktop clunker from a bygone era. 


I blow the dust off the top after unloading all the magazines 
and other junk from on top of it, but Maddox doesn’t seem 
to mind. 


He’s cuing up the video from the suite that I took and 
sending the file to himself. 


“T just need a good internet connection and also make a 
couple of calls,” he says again, and I nod. 


“Call whoever you need to, IIll get this thing fired up.” I 
assure him, wondering how I could’ve let the place become 
such a mess. 


Every way I look I see something else I need to pick up or 
clear away. 


I thought I was neat and tidy. One minute of Maddox in my 
apartment and I feel like a slob. 


Maddox sets to work, not even blinking at the surroundings, 
and I realize it must be true what he keeps trying to tell me, 
that he only sees me but I can’t quite get my head around 
all of that still somehow. 


I’m having trouble starting the computer, remembering in a 
moment of cold horror that there’s a reason it sits here 
covered in my crap... it is crap. 


Hoping for the best but stifling a groan, I notice Maddox’s 
agitation grow as he seems to have trouble getting through 
on the phone to his own legal team as well. 


“Milo! Milos Bartos!” he shouts into my phone, growling as 
it sounds like he’s put on hold again until the call drops, but 
Maddox isn’t a quitter. He takes a few deep breaths and 
smiling at me with a wink once he’s collected himself, he 
tries again. 


Unfortunately, it’s always the same result. He’s either cut 
off or whoever he’s talking to doesn’t understand what he’s 
trying to Say. 


After a few tense minutes of this, my heart is in my throat 
when he moves up behind me, leaning in close and kissing 
my neck. 


“At least we’ll have the files uploaded. I can always email 
Milo about it, he can call me back. It must be the middle of 
the night there, probably got his housekeeper out of bed,” 
he says with a chuckle. 


“What is it?” he asks, turning me in my chair to face him. 


“I don’t know. This computer, I thought it worked,” I 
whisper, and Maddox takes me by the elbows, transplanting 
me from the computer chair to the lounge chair. 


“Tt’ll be alright, let me have a look,” he says calmly. But 
after a few minutes and hearing him muttering to himself, I 
can tell it’s far from okay. 


Maddox clears his throat, tries the phone again, then the 
computer and then the phone again before sliding the chair 
back, throwing his head back and sighing loudly. 


“Nothing is working,” he says aloud, an observation. As if 
he’s working through things in his mind as opposed to 
giving up like other people would. 


Like I already have in my own mind. 
I hope this doesn’t mean everything’s off between us. 


“Are you mad with me?” I finally ask, after several minutes 
of silence and after Maddox has pinched the space between 
his eyes for so long I think he’Il never stop. 


“No, no!’ he reassures me, focusing again and holding his 
hands out, beckoning me over and I sit on his lap as he hugs 
me tight. 


“No, Jasmine. I’m just thinking. In a bit of a jam but that 
doesn’t mean much, something always happens to make 
things clear again. If we can’t get through to Milo and his 
team right now, we'll just have to try again later,” he says, 
and I shift myself on his lap, straddling him and smiling 
when I hear his tell-tale growl as I feel his hardness riding 
up between my legs. 


“We could mess up my bedroom,” I suggest, and have to 
laugh when his eyes scan my apartment again, cocking his 
brow with the question, ‘mess it up... in here?’ 


I feel more at home than ever as Maddox’s hands start to 
find their way to his favorite places, cupping my chest and 
squeezing it in his huge hands as he groans with pleasure. 


I hook my arms around his neck, grinding down on him as I 
rotate my hips that he works his way towards, gripping 
them hard as he starts to help me push myself up and down 
against his instant rock hardness that’s straining through 
his brand new suit pants. 


“I don’t want to get our clothes-” I start to say, but he 
dismisses it with a low sound, grabbing my ass with both 
hands and spreading me open under my own clothes, 
making me gasp. 


Making me crave him inside me once again. 


“T already told you,” he murmurs. “I like you better without 
clothes on.” 


It feels like my whole apartment disappears, everything I 
felt in myself, in my life that wasn’t good enough for 
Maddox is suddenly made clear again once I feel his 
yearning for me. 


He really does want me, and I sure as hell really want him. 


“No matter what happens, promise me you'll be mine. 
Promise me you'll wait if you have to,” he growls, and I feel 
my head pumping in time with my hips, but I also feel a stab 
of fear. 


“What’s going to happen?” I ask him, stopping suddenly 
and holding my eyes to his in a question. “How much 
danger are you really in, Maddox?” 


The sudden pounding of fists on my front door makes me 
stifle a scream, and Maddox’s eyes narrow as his jaw sets 
hard. 


“Just promise me, Jasmine,” he says. 


“I promise, Maddox,” I gasp into his ear, holding him so 
tight I can’t feel my own arms anymore. “I love you and I'll 
do anything to be with you, I’m yours forever.” 


The familiar gruff voice, Sloane, from behind the door seals 
our fate. 


“Open up, Jasmine... Maddox... There’s no way out. We just 
wanna talk, honest.” 


Maddox reaches into his jacket pocket, but changes his 
mind about something, instead he nods his head, letting me 
know it’s over. 


We can’t win this part of the fight. 


“Let ‘em in,” he mumbles. “Otherwise they’ll break it 
down.” 
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Jasmine cautiously lets herself up off me but is too scared to 
open her own front door, jumping out of her skin when they 
pound on it again. 


“TIl get it,” I growl, and with one hand a fist, I use my other 
to swing the door of her apartment open, ready to clock 
anyone who dares to frighten her again. 


The faces that greet me aren’t unkind though, there’s no 
guns drawn, just a couple of flashlights and some very 
relieved looking guys in suits. 


Bad, cheap suits. 


“Mr. Maddox Mapleton? Boy, we’re glad we've finally found 
you. Are you alright? Are you hurt?” 


I’m taken aback, and moving further out into the hall, I’m 
hoping to have my arrest shielded from Jasmine. I don’t 
want her to see things get ugly. 


“No, I’m not hurt,” I growl. “Just get this over with and 
leave the girl out of it. lIl have to represent myself until my 


legal team-” I start to inform him, but Sloane cuts me off. 


“Uh... Mr. Mapleton, what are you talking about? We’re not 
here to arrest you. We’ve been looking for you all day. We 
had reason to suspect foul play when we couldn’t find you 
at your office this morning. Can we come in? There’s a lot to 
discuss.” 


I feel my jaw dropping and for the first time in my life, I’m 
lost for words. 


I step back and with one hand held out to the inside of 
Jasmine’s apartment, they all file in past me, until it’s clear 
that three of four’s company and six is a crowd. 


“We’ll wait out here, sir,” says one of the last few suits. 


Having heard everything I have so far from inside, Jasmine 
comes to my side and puts her arm around my waist, 
making me feel a lot easier and calmer straight away. 


“Td ask you to sit, but,” she says as they all notice the lack 
of space and empty chairs. 


“We’ll keep this brief,” Sloane says, his weary face showing 
signs of life as his eyes soften. His creased mouth curling 
into a half smile. 


“Uh, Agent Sloane Mr. Maddox. I’m with I.R.S. criminal 
investigation. These are agents Sutton and Wilcox, from the 
FBI’s Criminal Cyber Response and Services Branch,” he 
says, hitching his hands to his hips as if he’s about to give 
his post-match overview to his team. 


But my face is only a big fat question. I’m a lawyer, all day. 


“Good for you,” I spit, adding. “So?” I say with raised brows 
when I get no reply. 


“Mr. Mapleton, we’ve been investigating your law firm and 
more importantly, your business partner, a Mr. James 
Hunter for some months now... were you aware of any 
unusual financial activities on his behalf within your 
organization?” 


My eyes narrow, and I lean in over Sloane, who’s a stick 
insect compared to my frame. The two feds, they can handle 
themselves, but I don’t like where this is going. 


I don’t like knowing I’ve been spied on. 


“You’re not in any trouble, Mr. Mapleton. Quite the 
opposite. We’re just glad you’re alright, after this morning, 
when we couldn’t find you. When Ms. Tate went missing 
too... we got worried. Hunter’s up to his neck and we 
thought maybe-” 


“Why are you here again, Agent Sloane?” I say loudly, 
cutting him off and raising my voice to a near shout. 


“Tf it’s not to arrest me, is it to tell me you’ve been spying on 
me and my business for months?” 


Sloane shifts on his feet, glancing at the others, who decide 
it might be warmer outside after all. 


A few seconds later, Jasmine has cleared some room and we 
three are sat round her kitchen table, the sound and smell 
of the coffee pot filling the small apartment. 


“TIl keep it brief,” Sloane says, looking like his day’s been 
ten times longer than my own. 


They’ve been watching Hunter, the firm for months? That’s 
news to me. 


“The warrant this morning was to seize Hunter’s files and 
hard drives, to bring you up to speed on the final stages of 


our investigation. We had to act fast once we realized how 
soon Hunter planned to abscond once he’d framed you.” 


“So, you knew he was in the process of setting me up?” I 
ask dryly. 


“Oh, absolutely, we let him go as far as process and common 
sense would allow, he’s incriminated himself every step of 
the way, Mr. Mapleton, and we understand you are innocent 
in all of this.” 


I feel Jasmine’s hand in mine under the table and I grip it 
firmly to my own, wanting to kiss it, to kiss her but counting 
the moments instead until we can be alone again. 


“What exactly was he up to?” I have to ask. “I had a fair 
idea, but trying to pin down exactly what he was doing... we 
got some video confession from Hunter and Jasmine’s boss 
earlier today, at the hotel... is she involved too?” I ask, 
wanting to join the dots now. 


“Ms. Singleton? Oh yes, up to her neck. So is half your 
board, I’m afraid, Mr. Mapleton. We only wanted to find you 
to make sure you were safe. Once they realized we were 
onto them, there was no telling what they’d do. We’ll give 
you a full briefing as charges are laid out,” Sloane says, 
sitting back with some satisfaction and eyeing the coffee 
pot. 


“TIl get it,” Jasmine says softly, and serves us all up some 
very strong, hot coffee, which is just what my nerves don’t 
need but it looks like Sloane has been dying for, for hours. 


“The charges will range from tax evasion, fraud and money 
laundering,” Sloane says after taking a long slurp of 
scolding coffee. 


“You’re clean, Mr. Mapleton, we know this much. It was 
Hunter’s intention to pin it all on you though, have you 


arrested and then plant himself as head of the whole 
company.” 


“Nice... real nice,” Jasmine says dryly. 


“T have a legal team in Europe, Greece,” I tell Sloane, 
feeling a little better once he tells me he wasn’t aware of 
my own investigation I’ve been carrying out. 


“TIl put you in touch with Milo as soon as I can get a hold of 
him,” I muse aloud, suddenly remembering my phone, 
laptop and everything else I’ve left behind but grateful I 
managed to keep the most valuable thing close at hand. 


Having found Jasmine was the best distraction, and one that 
canceled out everything else. I let my hand rest on her 
thigh under the table as we make eyes at each other. 


Sloane is smarter than he looks, and within a few moments 
and some more brief explanation and apologies, he realizes 
it’s time to leave Mr. Mapleton alone now. 


“They have your things at the hotel still, your suite,” Sloane 
says, pausing at the door before he leaves. 


“I think we'll be fine here for tonight,” I tell him, looking at 
Jasmine. “But you will keep in touch, won’t you,” I tell him, 
closing the door and bolting it, turning to Jasmine. 


“Now. Where were we?” I say, unzipping my pants as she 
stifles a little squeal of delight. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 
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“So the whole time they were looking for you, to protect 
you... not to arrest you?” I ask absently in between his 
kisses. 


His lips are on mine, then anywhere on my body he can 
reach before bringing his lips back to mine again. 


“Uh huh, they were looking for you too y’know,” he groans, 
and I delicately slip out of my insanely expensive outfit as 
quickly as I can before he tears it off me. 


I thought I’d die from embarrassment if Maddox saw my 
apartment, but now I can’t wait for him to take me in it. 


On my bed, in my chair... on the kitchen table, in the 
shower. 


My mind’s racing as I wonder if one night with him here is 
enough. But I’m also excited because I know it’s not just 
going to be one night. 


I know it’s going to be every night from now on with 
Maddox, no matter where we are, we'll always be together. 


Once I’m undressed, he scoops me up in his arms again and 
ducks down, avoiding the low ceiling and doorway as he 
carries me through to my bedroom. 


“You’re kidding me?” he says with a grin, his lip curling up 
in time with his brow as he realizes I only have a single bed. 


“Tt’ll be a tight fit,” I offer, trying not to laugh as we both 
collapse onto the familiar, soft warmth of my own bed. 


The one place I’ve been looking forward to all day and the 
last place I would have expected Maddox Mapleton to turn 
up in, today or any other day. 


Making life easier for us both, I position Maddox onto his 
back and peeling off the last of his suit, I almost feel like 
kneeling down and giving a prayer of thanks. 


Using the gifts we were sent is the best form of gratitude I 
reason and wasting no time I straddle his perfectly hard 
body. I lean into him, pressing my whole body against his as 
his huge hands glide over me, settling on his favorite two 
handfuls and I lift myself just long enough to slide down 
onto his thick hard cock, ready and waiting for me with one 
slow movement. 


“See,” I say, my stammering voice between shuddering 
gasps of breath. 


“Who needs a double bed?” I ask, pressing my hands onto 
his rock hard chest as I throw my head back, pumping him 
as he helps lift me up and down with each stroke so he can 
squeeze my ass with those magical hands. 


Maddox only groans and grunts, his low sounds and growls, 
his thrusting hips and strong hands telling me everything I 


want to hear without words. His thickness inside me 
swelling like never before as we both feel him filling me up 
from underneath, which has its desired effect in no time. 


I’m settled into a rhythm, riding Maddox, when I suddenly 
feel the intense waves of my first climax pulsing through 
me. 


My hands go from his chest to grab onto his, and locking 
eyes, we move and thrust until I can’t hold it any longer. 


Maddox stays so hard inside me, and watches me with such 
devoted satisfaction as I climax on top of him, brushing my 
hair back as it subsides and groaning low, letting me know 
there’s plenty more where that came from. 


“T want this forever,” I gasp later on, once we’ve worked 
our way through my apartment. Once he’s made me climax 
harder and stronger in every space available. Every place I 
imagined we could’ve done it in or on. 


He’s being so quiet, not saying much. Not with words 
anyway. 


I want to ask him if everything’s okay, but his constant 
smile, the light in his eyes tells me he’s never been happier. 
And I know I haven’t either, not ever. 


My shower’s smaller than my bed, but we manage, and 
after Maddox finally lets himself join me in my final, huge 
orgasm for the day we finally start to speak once we get our 
breath back. 


“That was amazing,” I tell him, needing him to hold me up 
as my knees threaten to give out as he helps me back to 
bed. 


“You’re amazing,” is all he says in reply, not taking his eyes 
off mine as he lifts me back into bed, somehow managing to 


cram himself in next to me and putting his arm around me. 


“T wish it could be like this every day.” I muse aloud. “Okay, 
maybe not running from the feds every day, but you know 
what I mean,” I tell him, snorting as he laughs and then we 
both laugh harder. 


“Do you really think we made a baby our first time? Did you 
feel it?” I ask him out of nowhere, maybe wanting to 
understand if such a thing is even real or possible or just 
my own romantic imagination. 


“I know we did,” he says, matter of fact and kissing me on 
the forehead, he places a small velvet box on my chest. 


“What’s this?” I ask, wondering where it came from, if one 
of my knick-knacks has fallen from a shelf into the bed. 


“Its what I want, for us,” he says cryptically and it doesn’t 
register until I pick up the box. 


“Only open it if you’ll say yes. If you promise we can have 
this every day, Jasmine. I think it’s what you want too, but 
only open it if that’s the truth... if you’ll say yes.” 


I feel cold all of a sudden, like I’m frozen on the spot, like I 
can’t move. 


I try to look at Maddox, try to speak but I can’t. I can’t even 
take a breath. 


But I know what I want to say, I know what I want before I 
even look inside the box. 


“Yes,” I finally hear myself saying. “Yes, Maddox. You know 
the answer is always yes!” I squeal, hugging him around the 
neck and kissing his beautiful face, holding it next to mine. 


“Open it,” he exclaims excitedly. 


My hands tremble, but steady once I see the glimmering 
light inside. I’ve never seen a diamond before, not up close 
and without even asking I know it’s real and it’s freakin’ 
huge. 


“My god, Maddox... how did you...?” I start to ask, but he’s 
taken it from the box and slipped it on my finger. 


“T picked it up when you were getting fitted for clothes... for 
your wedding dress,” he says with a grin. “That’s what I 
told Maria before we left. To get to work on the most 
beautiful wedding dress she could make... for you,” he 
confesses as I hold my arm out, letting the light dance 
around the room from my finger. 


I can’t believe it, but at the same time, it’s so Maddox. It’s 
just so like him to spend so much, to surprise me, and to be 
so sweet and caring about everything, always thinking of 
himself last and me first. 


“T figured I’d have to make an honest woman of you too, 
seeing as we’re gonna have a family. We have to be married, 
just how I feel about that sort of thing,” he says firmly. 


“All I know is I love you Maddox, and I’ll never take this off, 
not as long as I live. I’m yours forever.” 


“T love you too Jasmine, today and every other day. Now and 
forever.” 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


M addox 


Finding a new partner for the firm was easy, she was right 
in front of me at the altar. 


“But I’m not a lawyer, Maddox,” she says, looking 
uncomfortable. 


“So? Look at the last guy, he was a god damned criminal! 
You can become a lawyer if you want, but you don’t need to 
be one to be my business partner as well as my wife,” I 
scold her gently, kissing her after lifting the veil. 


The priest cleared his throat, staring daggers at me with his 
eyes before raising both brows. 


“I do,” I finally remember to add. Always thinking about 
three or four things at once, I figured why not ask Jasmine 
to be my partner in business as well as in everything else as 
we tie the knot. 


“Can I really be a lawyer though?” she asks, looking 
thoughtful now. 


“Sure, it’s a lot of work, but if you want.” 


She makes a face, taking my arm as we walk back down the 
aisle, flowers and confetti under our feet, but from the 
wedding a half hour before. 


“Maybe you can just chase me around the desk and I can 
look brainy with my glasses on, biting the end of a pencil,” 
she adds, making me growl at the very thought. 


“And anything else I can find to put in your mouth,” I 
caution her. 


Not wanting to spend money and with nobody either of us 
really had in mind to join our celebration of marriage, we 
decided to have a shotgun wedding in Vegas, baby bump 
and all. 


Maria’s dress was, and still is beautiful. A modern take on a 
classic design. I don’t know if it shows, but I think she 
actually gave Jasmine her old wedding dress that she’d kept 
her whole life, having no children of her own, she 
modernized it and gifted it to Jasmine and me for our 
special day. 


I made a sizable donation to an animal shelter Jasmine 
supports instead of hosting a huge reception for a bunch of 
people none of us liked let alone knew and we spent our 
honeymoon in our Vegas hotel in bed. On the balcony, in the 
shower... you get the idea. 


Steak dinners, burgers and real milkshakes at the 
roadhouses on the road trip back home and stopping where 
and when we felt like for the remainder of our honeymoon, 
which I swear will never end, not if I can help it, just what 
Jasmine and I want. 


About a thousand miles from nowhere we both spot a ‘for 
sale’ sign along the highway. An arrow pointing to a vast 
expanse of nothing beyond. Before the mountains start. 


Shrugging in unison after slowing to take a closer look at 
the sign and open gate, I turn up the long dirt road and 
drive for about five miles until we see it. 


A sort of cough, mixed with a gasp escapes me. It’s the 
house I saw in my mind the first night I was with Jasmine. 


“I feel like I’ve been here before,” Jasmine murmurs, 
reaching out to clutch my hand as we take a closer look. 


The old farmhouse has been lovingly restored, a few bits 
and pieces of farm equipment and antiques litter the wide 
porch, which stretches all the way around the house. 


“This, we’ll have to keep,” Jasmine says, pulling out a faded 
but very fixable white wicker bassinet from behind some old 
boxes by the front door. 


I try to open the screen door to knock, but notice a bunch of 
cards stuffed in there instead. 


“Land agents,” I observe, creasing my mouth as I watch 
Jasmine squatting over the bassinet. 


“We can’t just take it,” I tease her, holding back the 
undeniable sense of already living here as well as having 
been here before. Already having our family and having 
Jasmine and me, right here on the porch with iced tea and 
thunderstorms. With sunshine and hot days, with winter 
frosts and everything else that comes with living close to 
the land. 


“Then we'll leave it here, you can clean it up when we come 
back, once we move in,” she says knowingly and right there, 
right at that moment I know that’s why she’s the one. I 
know it’s why she'll be the mother of our children, the 
brains of our business and the best friend TIl ever have. 


What little I know of real estate, I figure there’s one tucked 
away around here someplace, just like the business cards... 
and sure enough I find it. 


On our way out, before I call the agent, I stop long enough 
at the sign out front to peel the backing off the ‘sold’ sticker 
and smooth it across the sign by the gate. 


“Its a long way to go to work,” Jasmine says, pecking my 
cheek. 


“T think we can work something out. Working from home is 
a thing nowadays, apparently,” I tell her. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 
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It was a bold move, but I know Maddox wanted a change in 
his life and my life is his life, so here we all are. 


He could’ve given up law altogether, but Maddox wanted to 
personally help with the prosecution case against his 
former business partner, and my ex-boss. 


Not to be vindictive or anything, just to make sure he 
recovered everything he almost lost and to understand how 
he’d been set up in the first place. 


We heard the sentence and it was as Maddox had expected, 
most of the money was returned and a new board was 
established. A new era for Maddox and Maddox was born, 
and all run remotely from our ranch in the middle of 
nowhere. After that it was like he could finally relax again, 
be at home with me and little baby Marianne. 


I’ve had my own video conference call today, and it confirms 
my recent suspicions. 


“Shall we tell daddy yet?” I ask Marianne, who is bubbling 
and gurgling up at me from the changing table for the 
fourth, or is it the fifth time today? 


“You’re right. I think we should tell him,” I agree, dressing 
her in a fresh jumpsuit and wrapping her back up in the 
sling I think we both prefer when I have things to do 
around the house. 


Maddox is hard at work, putting the finishing touches on 
the little wicker bassinet we found that first day we came 
home. The day we found our place in the world. 


“Almost done,” he says, dusting his hands off and keeping 
them separate from us, he kisses my head and then little 
Marianne’s. 


“Something up?” he asks me, always knowing when I have 
something on my mind. 


“I know it’s been a year... but I promise, after this. It’ll be 
finished, we can move it into Marianne’s room once it’s 
dried. 


I feel our baby bouncing against me as I chuckle softly to 
myself. I’m not in a hurry for the bassinet, and I know how 
hard Maddox has worked on it, along with his cases, along 
with the whole damned place over the past year. 


The man’s a machine. 


“What is it?” he asks again, a little urgency in his voice, but 
not worried because he can see I’m smiling still. 


“Nothing, baby. I just love watching you work,” I tell him, 
and he quickly washes his hands in a basin before drying 
them off and coming over again to hug us both. 


“And I love you,” he reminds me, reminds us both as he 
whispers the same to Marianne. 


“Jasmine,” he says firmly, looking at me with his dark, 
intense stare. “I know when something’s up so out with it 
please. You know I don’t like to guess.” 


“Because you’re usually wrong?” I tease him, but his 
concerned look breaks me. I can’t keep this from him, not 
for a moment longer. 


“We’ll need another one of those,” I tell him, jutting my chin 
towards the little bassinet. 


“Another one?” he asks, confused. “But I’ve been working 
on it for so long... it’s practically finished, why would I 
need...” 


My eyes widen and I feel my head dancing in a nod as I 
absently rub my belly while my other hand strokes 
Marianne. 


“You mean we're...” Maddox asks, his smile widening in 
time with mine. 


“That’s right,” I tell him. “You’re gonna be a daddy for a 
second time.” 


Maddox stands stunned for a moment, and I can read all 
the questions flashing through his mind on his face. 


“T only heard just now, confirmed the results with the 
doctor, about three months,” I tell him. 


In two steps, he’s holding us both again and I feel the 
warmth of his strong arms around us as the heavy, dull 
sound of huge raindrops starts to land on the tin roof of our 
porch above us. 


Marianne loves the sound of rain and she drifts off to sleep 
while Maddox and I hold each other under the porch. Even 
the deep rumbling of not too far thunder wakes the baby 


and we stand together, husband and wife, best friends and 
lovers, watching as the swift moving clouds eventually part. 


A rainbow shines through thin fingers of lightning as it arcs 
across a huge plain that stretches out to the horizon as we 
both gasp aloud, sharing a memory from a dream 
sometime, some place that’s long forgotten until just now. 


“A good thing I took up basket weaving,” Maddox murmurs, 
and I look at him askew. 


“What do you think I’ve been doing all year? I’ve got six of 
those bassinets to fill. We’d better get busy.” 


“No way,” I exclaim, my mouth gaping as I punch his arm 
softly. 
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“Yes way,” he promises. “I’ll show you in the basement 


later.” 


“You amaze me every single day Maddox Mapleton,” I tell 
him truthfully. 


And clutching my waist, bringing both me and his children 
closer to him, he tells me his secret. 


“It’s because I’ve surrounded myself with amazing things... 
things I love more than they’ll ever know,” he tells me, and I 
feel the warmth of a single tear on my cheek which he 
kisses. 


“Oh, we know alright,” I promise him. 


“We know.” 
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